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RED SPIDER. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



A DEAD DOG. 



The second night of watch proved unavailing, 
for the best of good reasons, that the watch 
was not kept. Oliver Luxmore sat up, but, 
finding the night chilly outside the house, 
attempted to keep watch with a pipe of 
tobacco and a jug and glass of cider posset 
within. The consequence was that he went 
to sleep over the fire. During that same night 
another of the lambs was worried. Mischief 
had also been done at Swaddledown, as the 
family heard during the day. There a ewe 
had been killed, overrun, thrown into a grip 
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2 RED SPIDER 

(dyke by hedge) whence it could not rise, and 
where it had been torn, and had died. 

'We must not ask your father to watch 
again/ said Hillary, with the corners of his 
mouth twitching. * We believe what he says 
now when he telld us he is very shortsighted. 
I will come to-night and the night after, if 
need be, till I earn my guinea. The rascal 
has been here twice and has escaped. He 
shall not succeed the third time. I will take 
a nap by day and be lively as an owl at 
night.' 

The maids at Chims worthy joked the lad 
about his visits to the cottage ; he did not go 
there after the dog, but after Kate. A guinea ! 
What was a guinea to the heir of Chimsworthy ? 
A young man cares more for girls' hearts than 
for money. He did not contradict them, he 
turned aside their banter with banter. But 
the lively conversation of Kate had lost its 
charm for him. He exchanged jests with her, 
but took less pleasure than heretofore in doing 
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SO. That night and the next he spent at his 
post watching for the lamb-killer. Honor 
gave him her company. He was surprised at 
himself for becoming serious, still more that 
the conversation and society of the grave 
Honor should afford him so much pleasure. 
In her company everything assumed a new 
aspect, was seen through coloured glass. 

Honor herself was changed during these 
still night watches. A softness, inbred in her, 
but to which she was unable to yield during 
the day, manifested itself in her manner, her 
speech, her appearance, a bloom as that on the 
plum. Her inner heart unfolded like a night- 
flower, and poured forth fragrance. Thoughts 
that had long dwelt and worked in her mind, 
but to which she had never given words, 
found expression at last. Her real mind, her 
great, pure, deep soul, had been as a fountain 
sealed to her father and sister Kate; they 
could not have understood her thoughts; she 
knew this without acknowledfifinfr it other than 

o o 
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4 RED SPIDER 

by instinctive silence. But now she had beside 
her a companion, sympathetic, intelligent ; and 
the night that veiled their faces and the work- 
in^f of their emotions allowed them to soeak 
with frankness. Banter died away on Hillary's 
lips, he respected her and her thoughts too 
highly to treat either lightly. Though he 
could not fully understand her he could not 
withhold his reverence. He saw the nobility 
of her character, her self-devotion made beau- 
tiful by its unconsciousness, her directness of 
purpose, her thoroughness, and her clear sim- 
plicity running through her life like a sparkling 
river. Her nature was the reverse of his own. 
He treated life as a holiday, and its duties as 
annoyances ; she looked to the duties as con- 
stituting life, and to pleasures as accidents. 
He became dissatisfied with himself without 
feeling resentment towards Honor for inspiring 
the feeling. With all his frivolity and self- 
conceit there was good stuff in Hillary. It 
was evidence of this that he now appreciated 
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Honor. At night, under the dark heavens 
strewn with stars, or with the moon rising as a 
globe of gold over Dartmoor, these two young 
people sat on the bench, Avith potato-sacks 
over their shoulders sheltering them from the 
dew, or at the hearth suffused by the glow of 
the peat embers, and talked with mufiled voices 
as if in church. 

The second, the third night, during which 
Hillary watched, passed uneventfully. Each 
night, or morning rather, as Hillary left, the 
pressure of his hand clasping that of Honor 
became warmer. After he was gone, the girl sat 
musing for some minutes, listening to his dying 
steps as he passed along the lane homewards. 
Then she sighed, shook her head, as though to 
shake off some dream tha* tole over her, and 
went to bed. 

Hillary's determined watching was not, 
however, destined to remain fruitless. Early 
on the fourth night, after he had .been at his 
post an hour, the bleating and scampering 
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of the sheep showed that their enemy was at 
hand. 

In another moment both saw a dark animal 
dash across the field in pm'suit. Hillary fired, 
and the creature fell over. 

* Bring a lantern, Honor,' he shouted. • Let 
us see whose dog it is.' 

She ran indoors. Her father and Kate had 
been roused by the report. 

When she returned with the lantern to 
the field, 'You were right, Honor,' said 
Hillary, * this is Uncle Taverner's Eover. Poor 
fellow, we were friends once, when I was 
allowed at Langford. Now he and his 
master have fallen to bad ways. I have put 
the seal on my misdoings, and Uncle Taverner 
will never forgive me for having shot his 
dog.' 

* Well, perhaps you will recover your wits 
now,' said Kate. 

*Wits! why?' 

* Wits — ^you have been dull enough lately. 
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Perhaps as the dog went sheep-kiUing, your 
wits went wool-gathering. They have been 
dead, or not at home.' 

' Go home, Larry,' said Honor ; ' and take 
our best thanks to warm you.' 

Hillary, however, seemed ill-disposed to go. 
He hung about the kitchen pretending that his 
fingers wanted warming, or considering what 
was to be done with the carcass of the dog. 
What he really desired was a further chat with 
Honor. But Kate would not allow him to be 
alone with her sister, though unsuspicious of 
the state of his feehngs, and indifferent to them 
herself. She was like a mosquito that buzzes 
about a sleep-drunk man, threatening him, 
rousing him, settling, and stabbing, and escaping 
before his hand can chastise. The more she 
phed him with her jokes, the more dispirited 
he became, and incapable of repartee. 

* Well,' said he at length, ' I suppose it is 
time for all to go to bed. You have all seen , 
enough of the dead dog.' 
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\ * And we of the live lion,' said Kate. 

He went hesitatingly to the door, then 
came back, tied the dog's hind feet together, 
and slung the body over his back on his gun. 
Then he went back to the door. 

Kate said something to Honor, gave Larry 
a nod, and went away to bed. 

Honor accompanied him to the door, to 
fasten it after him. 

' I wish Kover had not come for a couple 
of hours,' he said, as he held out his hand. 

' You have won your guinea, and must be 
content,' she answered with a smile. 

' Do you suppose I care for the guinea, 
except that I may share it with you ? ' he asked. 
' I'll tell you what we will do with it, break it 
in half, and each keep a half.' ' 

* Then it will be of no good to either,' 
answered Honor. * You told me yourself that 
the money was a consideration to you, as you 
were empty-pocketed.' 

' I forgot all about the guinea after the first 
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night in the pleasure of being with you. I 
would give the guinea to be allowed to come 
here again to-morrow night. Confound old 
Kover for being in such a hurry for his dose of 
lead.' 

' What is that about lead ? ' called Kate 
from the steps of the stairs. *I think, Larry, 
the lead has got into your brains, and into your 
feet.' 

Honor shook her head, and tried to with- 
draw her hand from that of the young man ; 
but he would not release it. ' No, Larry, no, 
that cannot be.' 

* May I not come again ? ' 

' No, Larry, on no account,' she said gravely. 

* But, Honor, if I come down the lane, and 
you hear the owls call very loud under the 
bank, you will open the door and slip out. 
You will bring the potato-sacks, and let us 
have a talk again on the bench with them 
over our shoulders ? ' 

' No, I will not — indeed I will not. I pray 
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you, if you have any thought for me, do not 
try . this. Good-night, Larry — ^you are a 
brother to me.' 

She wrenched her hand from his, and shut 
the door. He heard her bolt it. Then he 
went down the steps and walked away, ill 
pleased. But after he had gone some distance, 
he turned, and saw the cottage door open, and 
Honor standing in it, her dark figure against 
the fire glow. Had she relented and changed 
her mind? He came back. Then the door 
was shut and barred again. He was offended, 
and, to disguise his confusion, whistled a merry 
air, and whistled it so loud as that Honor might 
hear it and understand that her refusal gave 
him no concern. 

Hillary had not reached the end of the 
lane before he stumbled against Charles. 

' Hallo ! ' exclaimed the latter. ' What are 
you doing here at this time o' night? Got 
your gun, eh ? And game too, eh ? Poaching 
on Langford. A common poacher. I'll re- 
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port you. Not hare-hunting yet ? Take care 
how you do that. I'll break your neck if you 
come near Langford after that game.' 

'What you have been doing is clear 
enough,' said Hillary, stepping aside. *You 
have been at the *' Eing of Bells," drinking.' 

' What if I have ? No harm in that, if I 
have money to pay my score. Nothing against 
that, have you ? ' 

' Nothing at all ; but I doubt your having 
the money. A week ago you were reduced to 
a brass token.' 

' You think yourself cock of the walk, do 
you ? ' said Charles, insolently, ' because you 
are heir to Chimsworthy? What is Chims- 
worthy to Coombe Park ? Come ! I bet now 
you've naught but coppers in your pocket. 
Hands in and see which can make the most 
show.' 

As he spoke, he thrust forth his palm, and 
Hillary heard the chink of money, and the 
sound of coins falling on the stones. 
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' If you had money at the fair-time,' said 
Hillary, coldly, 'all I can say is that you 
behaved infamously.' 

' I had no money then.' 

' How you have got it since, I do not know,' 
said Hillary. 

' That is no concern of yours. Master 
Larry,' answered Charles, roughly. ' You will 
live to see me Squire at Coombe Park; and 
when I'm there, curse me if I don't offer you 
the place of game-keeper to keep off rogues. 
An old poacher is the best keeper.' 

* You cur! ' exclaimed Hillary, blazing up. 
' This is my game.' He swung the dead dog 
about, and struck Charles on the cheek with 
the carcass so violently as to knock him into 
the hedge. ' This is my game. Your master's 
dog, which has been worrying and killing your 
father's lambs whilst you have been boozing 
in a tavern.' 

* By George ! ' swore Charles, with difficulty 
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picking himself up. Til break your cursed 
neck, I will.' 

But Larry had gone on his way by the 
time Charles had regained equilibrium. 

*This is the second time he's struck me 
down,' said Charles, and next moment a great 
stone passed Larry, then another struck the 
dead dog on his back with sufficient force to 
have stunned him had it struck his head. 

He turned and shouted angrily, *You 
tipsy blackguard, heave another, and I'll shoot. 
The gun is loaded.' 

' And, by George ! I'll break your neck ! ' 
yelled Charles after him. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



A FIVE-POUND NOTE. 



No sooner had Hillary got the guinea for shoot- 
ing the sheep-killer than he went to the cottage 
and offered half to Honor Luxmore. She 
refused it, and would by no persuasion be in- 
duced to accept it. 

' No, Larry, no — ra thousand times no. 
You redeemed my cloak, and will not let me 
pay you for that. I will not touch a farthing 
of this well-earned, prize.' 

Then Larry went to Tavistock and expended 
part of the money in the purchase of a hand- 
some silk kerchief, white with sprigs of lilac, 
and slips of moss-rose on it. He returned in 
the carrier's van instead of waiting for his 
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father, who remained to drink with other 
farmers. This entailed the walking up of the 
hills. When he got out for this object, he left 
his parcel on the seat. On his return he found 
the women within sniggering. 

* Don't y be offended at us now,' said. one. 
' But it is just so. Your parcel came open of 
herself wi' the jolting of the Vivid, and us 
couldn't help seeing what was inside. Us can't 
be expected to sit wi' our eyes shut. 'Taint 
in reason nor in nature. I must say this — 'tis 
a pretty kerchief, and Kate Luxmore will look 
like a real leddy in it o' Sunday, to be sOTe.' 

Then the rest of the women laughed. 

Hillary coloured, and was annoyed. The 
parcel had not come open of itself The 
women's inquisitive fingers had opened it, and 
their curious eyes had examined the contents. 
They had rushed to the conclusion that the 
kerchief was intended for Kate — Larry was 
much about with the maiden, they were always 
teasing each other, laughing together, and 
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Hillary had been several evenings to tlie 
carrier's cottage guarding the lambs and sheep. 

The young man did not disabuse them of 
their error. He was vexed that they should 
suppose him caught by the rattle Kate, instead 
of by the reliable Honor ; it showed him that 
they supposed him less sensible than he was. 
But he thought with satisfaction of the surprise 
of the gossips on Sunday, when they saw. the 
kerchief about the neck of the elder sister, 
instead of that of Kate. 

In this expectation, however, he was dis- 
appointed. Next day, he went to the cottage at 
an hour when he was sure t6 find Honor there 
alone, and, with radiant face and sparkhng eyes, 
unfolded the paper, and offered his present to 
the girl. 

Honor was more startled than pleased — at 
least, it seemed so— and at first absolutely 
declined the kerchief. ' No, Larry, I thank 
you for your kind thought, but I must not 
accept it. I am sorry that you have spent your 
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money — the kerchief is very pretty ; but I can- 
not wear it.' 

' How wrong-headed and haughty you are, 
Honor ! Why will you not take it ? ' The 
blood made his face dark, he was offended and 
angry. He had never made a girl a present 
before, and this, his first, was rejected. *It 
gave me a vast deal of pleasure buying it. I 
turned over a score, and couldn't well choose 
which would look best on your shoulders. You 
have given me good advice ; and here is my 
return, as an assurance that I will observe it.' 

' I am not wrong-headed and haughty, 
Larry,' answered Honor, gently. ^ But see ! 
in spite of what I said, in spite of my 
better judgment, rather than wound you, 
I will take the handkerchief. Indeed, in- 
deed, dear Larry, I am not unthankful and 
ungracious, though I may seem so. And now 
I will only take it as a pledge that you have 
laid my words to heart. Let it mean that, and 
that only. But, Larry, the women in the van 

VOL. II. c 
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saw it. I cannot wear it just now, certainly 
not on Sunday next. You know yourself what 
conclusions they would draw, and we must not 
deceive them into taking us to be what we are 
not, and never can be, to each other.' 

^ Why not, Honor ? ' 

Instead of answering, she said with a smile, 
*My brother, Larry, this I will undertake. 
When I see that you have become a man of 
deeds and not of words, then I will throw the 
kerchief round my neck and wear it at church. 
It shall be a token to you of my approval. 
Will that content you ? * 

He tried his utmost to obtain a further 
concession. She was resolute. She did not 
wish to be ungracious, but she was determined 
to give him no encouragement. She had 
thought out her position, and resolved on her 
course. She knew that her way was chalked for 
her. She must be mother to all her little sisters 
and brothers, till they were grown up and had 
dispersed. There was no saying what her father 
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might do were she away. He might marry 
again, and a stepmother would ill-treat or 
neglect the little ones, K she were to marry, 
it could be on one understanding only, that she 
brought the family with her to the husband's 
house — and to that no man would consent. It 
would be imfair to burden a young man thus. 
Her father, moreover, was not a man to be left. 
What Charles had become, without a firm 
hand over him, that might Oliver Luxmore also 
become, even if he did not marry. His dis- 
positions were not bad, but his character was 
infirm. No! it was impossible for her to 
contemplate marriage. Kate might, but not 
she. The line of duty lay clear before her as 
a white road in summer heat, and she had not 
even the wish to desert it. It was right for her 
to nip Larry's growing liking for herself, at 
once and in the bud. 

After Larry had gone, she folded and put 
away his present among her few valuables. 
She valued it, as the first warm breath of spring 

c 2 
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is valued. She said nothing to Kate or the 
others about it. Her heart was Ughter, and 
she sang over her work. The httle offering 
was a token that through the troubled sky the 
sun was about to shine. 

A day or two after, Charles lounged in, 
and seated himself by the fire* She was 
pleased to see him. He was at honest work 
with Mr. Langford, earning an honest wage. 
She said as much. Charles laughed con- 
* temptuously. ' Ninepence,' he said, * ninepence 
a day. What is ninepence ? ' 

' It is more than you had as a soldier.' 
'But as a soldier I had the uniform and 
the position. Now I am a day-labo^^er — I, a 
Luxmore, the young squire with ninepence and 
lodging and meat.' 

* Well, Charles, it is a beginning.' 

* Beginning at ninepence. As Mrs. Veale 
says, " One can't stand upon coppers and keep 
out of the dirt." What is the meat and drink ? 
The cider cuts one's throat as it goes down. 
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and the food is insufficient and indigestible. 
If I had not a friend to forage for me, I should 
be badly off.' 

' K you keep this place a twelvemonth, you 
will get a better situation next year.' 

* Keep at Langford a twelvemonth ! ' ex- 
claimed Charles. * Not if I know it. It won't 
do. Never mind why. I say it won't do.' 

Then he began working his heel in a hole 
of the floor where the slate was broken. 

' You know Mrs. Veale ? ' he asked, without 
looking at his sister. 

' Yes, Charles. That is, I have seen her, 
and have even spoken to her, but — know her 
— that i|v more than 1 profess. She is not a 
person I am like to know.' 

' You had better not,' said Charles. ' She 
don't love you. When I mention your name 
her face turns green. She'd ill-wish you if she 
could.' 

* I have never done her an injury,' said 
Honor. 
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*Tliat may, be. Hate is like love, it 
pitches at random, as Mrs. Veale says. You 
may laugh, Honor, but that same woman is 
in love with me.' 

' Nonsense ! ' Honor did not laugh, she 
was too shocked to laugh. 

' What is there nonsensical in that ? I tell 
you she is. She cooks me better food than fpr 
the rest of the men, and she favours me in 
many ways.' 

* She cannot be such a fool.' 

'There is no folly in fancying me,' said 
Charles, sharply. 'I have good looks, have 
seen the world, and compare with the louts 
here as wheat with rye. Many a woman 
has lost her heart to a younger man than 
herself.' 

'Charles, you must be plain and rough 
with her if this be so— ^though I can scarce 
believe it.' 

'No one forces you to believe it. But 
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don't you think I'm going to make Mrs. Veale 
your sister-in-law. I'm too wide-awake for 
that. She is ugly, and — ^she's a bad un. 
Yes,' musingly, ' she is a bad un.' 

Then he worked his heel more vigorously 
in the hole. ' Take care what you are about, 
Charles, you are breaking the slate, and 
making what was bad, worse.' 

' I "wish I had Mrs. Veale's heart under that 
there stone,' said Charles, viciously. ' I'd grind 
my heel into it till I'd worked through it. 
You don't know how uncomfortable she 
makes me.' 

' Well, keep her at arm's length.' 
'I can't do it. She won't let me. She 
runs after me as a cat after a milk-maid.' 

' Surely, Charles, you can just put a stop to 
that.' 

VI suppose I must.' 

He continued, in spite of remonstrance, 
grinding through the broken slate into the 
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earth. His face was hot and red. He put his 
elbow up, and wiped his brow on his sleeve. 

* It is cursed warm here,' he said at last. 

' Then keep away from the fire. I'm glad 
you have come to see me, Charles ; I always 
wish you well.' 

'Oh, for the matter of that I only came 
here to be out of the way of Mrs. Veale.' 

Then Honor laughed. 'Eeally, Charles, 

this is childish.' 

' It is not kind of you to laugh,' said he, 
sulkily ; ' you do not know what it is to have 
your head turned, and to feel yourself pulled 
about and drawn along against your will. It 
is like " oranges and lemons," as we played at 
school, when you are on the weakest side.' 

' Whither can Mrs. Veale draw you .? Not 
to the altar rails, surely.' 

* Oh no ! not to the altar-rails. Mrs. Veale 
is a bad un.' 

His manner puzzled Honor. She was con- 
vinced he was not telling her everything. 
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' What is it, Charles ? ' she said ; * you may 
give me your confidence. Tell me all that 
troubles you. What is behind ? I know you 
are keeping back something from me. If I 
can advise and help you, I will do so. I am 
your nearest sister/ Then she put her arms 
round his neck and kissed him. 

* Don't do that,' said he, roughly. ' I hate 
scenes, sisterly afiection and motherly counsel, 
and all that sort of batter-pudding without egg 
and sugar. I reckon I am outgrown that long 
ago. I have been a soldier and know the world. 
If you think to pin me to your apron, as you 
have pinned father, you are mightily mistaken. 
No ; I will tell you no more, only this — don't 
be surprised if I leave Langford. Ninepence 
a day is not enough to hold me.' 

' Oh, Charles, I entreat you to stay. You 
have regular work there and regular pay. As 
for Mrs. Veale ' 

' Ctu-se Mrs. Veale I ' interrupted Charles, 
and with a stamp of his iron-shod heel he 
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broke the corners of the slate slab. Then he 
stood up. 

'Look here, Honor. I mustn't forget a 
message. Old Langford wants to see my father 
mighty particular, and he is to come up to 
the house to have a talk with him. He told 
me so himself, and indeed sent me here. 
Father is to come up this evening, as he is not 
at home now. You will remember to send 
him, Honor ? ' 

' Yes,' she answered, bending her face over 
her work, ' yes, I shall not forget, Charles.' 

Her brother had not the faintest suspicion 
that his master was a suitor for Honor's hand. 
Mrs. Veale knew it, but she did not tell him. 
She had reasons for not doing so. 

* Ninepence per diem ! ' muttered the young 
man, standing in the doorway. 'That makes 
fourpence for ale, and fourpence for baccy, and 
a penny for clothing. T'aint reasonable. I 
won't stand it. I reckon I'll be off.' 

Then, after a moment of irresolution, he 
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came back into the middle of the room, and, 
taking Honor's head between his hands, said in 
an altered tone, as he kissed her, ' After all, you 
are a good girl. Don't be angry if I spoke 
sharp. I'm that ruffled I don't know what I 
say, or what I do. You mayn't be a proper 
Luxmore in spirit — that is, not like father and 
me — ^but you are hard-working, and so I for- 
give you in a Christian spirit. As Mrs. Veale 
says, even the Chosen People must have 
Gibeonites to hew wood and draw water for 
them. After I am gone, look under the china 
dog on the mantel-shelf.' 

Then he went hastily away. 

Honor shuddered. His breath smelt of 
brandy. 

Half an hour later, Oliver Luxmore came 
in. Then Honor told him that Charles had 
been to the house with a message for him from 
Mr. Langford. Oliver rubbed his head and 
looked fprlom. He knew as well as his 
daughter what this meant. 
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' I suppose,' said he, in a timid, questioning 
tone. ' I suppose, Honor, you have not thought 
better of what we was discussing together? 
No doubt Mr. Langford is impatient for his 
answer.' 

' No doubt,' answered the girl. 

* You haven't reconsidered your difficulty in 
the matter? It seems to me — ^but then I am 
nobody, though your father — it seems to me 
that if there be no prior attachment, as folks 
call it — and you assure me there is none — there 
can't be great hardship in taking him. Eiches 
and lands are not bad things ; and, Honor, it 
is worth considering that in this world we never 
can have everything we desire. Providence 
always mixes the portions we are given to 
sup.' 

'Yes, father, that is true. I am content 
with that put to my lips. It is sweet, for I 
have your love, and the love of all my brothers 
and sisters. Charles has been here, and he 
kissed me as he never kissed me before. That 
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makes nine lumps of sugar in my cup. If 
there be a little bitterness, what then ? ' 

* Well, Honor, you must decide. We can- 
not drive you, and you count our wishes as 
nought.' 

He was seated, rubbing his hands, then his 
hair, and turning his head from side to side in 
a feeble, forlorn, irresolute manner. Honor 
was sorry for his disappointment, but not 
inclined to yield. 

'Father dear, consider. If I did take 
Mr. Langford, he would not receive you and 
all the darhngs into Langford house as well — 
and I will not be parted from you. Who takes 
me takes all the hive. I am the queen-bee.' 

'I will ask,' said the carrier, breathing 
freer. 'I can but ask. He can but refuse; 
besides, it will look better, putting the refusal 
on his hands. It may be that he will not 
object. There be a lot o' rooms, for sure, at 
Langford he makes no use of ; and I dare say 
he might accommodate us. There be one, I 
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know, full o' apples, and another of onions, and 
I dare say he keeps wool in a third/ 

Honor, who was standing by the fire, 
started, and said hastily, with shaking voice, 
*You misunderstand me, father. On no ac- 
count will I take him. No — on no conditions 
whatever.' Her hand was on the mantelshelf, 
and as it shook with her emotion she touched 
and knocked over a china dog spotted red, a 
rude chimney ornament. A piece of folded 
paper fell at her feet. She stooped and picked 
it up. It was a five-pound note. 

She looked at it at first without perceiving 
what it was, as her mind was occupied. But 
presently she saw what it was that she held, 
and then she looked at it with perplexity, and 
after a moment with uneasiness, and changed 
colour- 

' Father ! ' she said, ' here is a five-pound 
note of the Exeter and Plymouth Bank, left by 
Charles. What does it mean? How can he 
have got it? Before he parted from me, he 
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said something about looking under the china 
dog, but I gave no heed to his words; his 
breath smelt of spirits, and I thought he spoke 
away from his meaning. His manner was odd. 
Father I wherever can Charles have got the 
money? Oh, father ! I hope all is right.' 

She put her hand to her heart ; a qualm of 
fear came over her. 

* Eight! Of course it is right,' said the 
carrier. ^ Five pounds ! Why that will come 
in handy. It will go towards the cost of 
the horse if you persist. As for these lambs, 
he ought to pay me for them, but I don't 
like to press it, as I hear he won't allow 
it was his dog killed them, and he swears 
Hillary shot Kover out of spite, and lays the 
lamb-kilhng on the dog unjustly. Well, 
Honor, I suppose you must have your own 
way ; but it is hard on Charles and me, who 
work as slaves — we who by rights should be 
squires.' 
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CHAPTER XXL 

EEFUSED ! 

The carrier walked slowly and reluctantly to 
Langford. He was uncomfortable with the 
answer he had to take to Taverner Langford. 
Oliver was a kindly man, ready to oblige 
any one, shrinking from nothing so sensitively 
as from a rough word and an angry mood. 
' It would have saved a lot of trouble,' said he 
to himself, ' if Honor had given way. I 
shouldn't have been so out of countenance now 
— and it does seem an ungrateful thing after 
the loan of the horse.' 

He found Langford in h^ parlour at his 
desk. The old man spun round on his seat. 

' Ah, ha ! ' said he, ' come at my call, father- 
in-law. Well — when is the wedding to be ? ' 
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The carrier stood stupidly looking at him, 
rubbing his hands together and shifting from 
foot to foot. ' The wedding ! ' 

'Yes, man, the wedding; when is it to 
be?" 

• 

* The wedding ! ' repeated Oliver, looking 
through the window for help. 'I'm sure I 
don't know.' 

* You must find that out. I'm impatient to 
be married. Ha, ha ! what faces the Nanspians 
will pull, father and son, when they see me 
lead from church a blooming, blushing bride.' 

' Well, now,' said the carrier, wiping the 
perspiration from his brow, ' I'm sorry to have 
to say it, but Honor don't see it in the proper 
light.' 

' What— refuses me ? ' 

* Not exactly refuses, but begs off.' 

* Begs off! ' .repeated Tavemer, incredu- 
lously. He could hardly have been more dis- 
concerted if he had heard that all his cattle 
were dying and his stacks blazing. * Begs off ! ' 
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he again exclaimed; 'then how about my 
horse ? ' 

The carrier scratched his head and sighed. 

'Do you suppose that I gave you the 
horse ? * said Taverner. ' You can hardly 
have been such a fool as that. I am not one 
to give a cow here, and a sheep there, and a 
horse to a third, just because there are so many 
needy persons wanting them. You must return 
me the horse and pay me ten shillings a week 
for the hire during the time you have had him, 
unless Honor becomes my wife.' 

'I will pay you for the horse,' said Lux- 
more, faintly. 

'Whence will you get the money? Do 
you think I am a fool?' asked Langford, 
angrily. His pride was hurt. His eyes flashed 
and his skin became of a Kvid complexion. 
He, the wealthiest man in Bratton Clovelly; 
he, the representative of the most respectable 
family there — one as old as the parish itself ; 
he, the parson's churchwarden, and the elder 
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of the Methodist chapel — he had been refused 
by a poverty-stricken carrier's daughter. The 
insult was unendurable. He stood up to leave 
the room, but when he had his hand on the 
latch he turned and came back. In the first 
access of wrath he had resolved to crush the 
carrier. He could do it. He had but to take 
back his horse, and the Vivid was reduced to a 
stationary condition. Luxmore might offer to 
buy the horse, but he could not do it. He 
knew how poor he was. Moreover, he could 
cut his business away from him at any moment 
by setting up the cripple as carrier. 

But he thought better of it. Of what avail 
to him if Luxmore were ruined ? He desired 
to revenge himself on the Nanspians. The 
carrier was too small game to be hunted down, 
he was set on the humiliation of much bigger 
men than he. His envy and hatred of the 
Nanspians had by no means abated, and the 
killing of his dog Kover by young Hillary hac 
excited it to frenzy. That his dog was a sheep- 

>2 
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killer would not excuse Larry's act. He did 
not allow that Kover was the culprit. His 
nephew had shot the dog out of malice, and 
had feigned as an excuse that he had caught 
the dog pursuing lambs. 

The wealthy yeoman might certainly, with- 
out diflSculty, have found another girl less hard 
to please than Honor. All girls would not 
have thought with her. His money would have 
weighed with them. He could not understand 
his refusal. ' What is the matter with the girl?' 
he said surhly. ' I thought her too wise to be 
in love. She has not set her heart on any 
boyish jackanapes, has she ? ' 

' Honor ? Oh no ! Honor has no sweet- 
heart,' said the father. 'It certainly is not 
that, Mr. Langford.' 

' Then what is it ? What possible objection 
can she make ? I'm not a beardless boy and 
a rosy-faced beauty, that is true.' 

' No, Mr. Langford, I am sure she has not 
a word against your age and personal appear- 
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ance. Indeed, a young girl generally prefers 

as a husband one to whom she can look up, who 

is her superior in every way/ 

' I am that. What is it, then ? ' 

'Well, Mr. Langford,' said the carrier, 

drawing the back of his hand acrpss. his hps, 

* I think it is about this. She don't like to 
desert me and the children. She promised her 
mother to stand by us, and Honor is so con- 
scientious that what she has promised she will 
stick to.' 

' Oh,' said Taverner, somewhat mollified to 
find that neither his age nor lack of beauty 
was objected to, ' that is it, is it ? ' 

'Yes, sir,' answered the carrier, sheepishly; 

* you see there are six httle uns ; then comes 
Kate, and then Charles, and then I. That 
makes nine of us Honor has to care for. And,' 
he said more eagerly, heaving a sigh of relief, 
'you see, she didn't think it quite a fair thing to 
saddle you with us all, with Pattie and Joe, 
Willie, Martha, Charity, Temperance, Kate^ 
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Charles, and myself. It does make a lot when 
you come to consider/ 

It did certainly, as Tavemer admitted. He 
had no intention whatever of incumbering 
himself with Honor's relations, if he did marry 
her. He took a turn up and down the room, 
with his heavy dark brows knit and his thin 
lips screwed together. Oliver watched his face, 
and thought that it was a very ugly and ill- 
tempered face. 

• 

' It does Honor some credit having such 
delicacy of feeling,' suggested he. ' I very 
much doubt how you could accommodate us all 
in this house.' 

* I do not see how I could possibly do it,' 
said Taverner, sharply. 

' And Honor couldn't think to tear herself 
away from us. I suppose you wouldn't con- 
sider the possibility of coming to us ? ' 

' No, I would not.' 

Taverner Langford was perplexed. He 
entirely accepted Oliver's explanation. It was 
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quite reasonable that Honor should refuse him 
out of a high sense of duty ; it waa not conceiv- 
able that she should decline alliance vrith him 
on any other grounds. Now, although Tavemer 
had not hitherto found time or courage to marry, 
he was by no means insensible to female beauty. 
He had long observed the stately, upright 
daughter of the carrier, with her beautifiil 
abundant auburn hair and clear brown eyes. 
He had observed her more than she supposed, 
and he had seen how hard-working, self-devoted 
she was, how economical, how clean in her own 
person and in her house. Such a woman as that 
would be more agreeable in the house than 
Mrs. Veale. He would have to pay her no 
wage for one thing, her pleasant face and voice 
would be a relief after the sour visage and 
grating tones of the housekeeper. He knew 
perfectly that Mrs. Veale had had designs on 
him from the moment she had entered his house. 
She had flattered, slaved; she had assumed 
an amoimt of authority in the house hardly 
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consistent with her position. Langford had not 
resisted her encroachments ; he allowed her to 
cherish hopes of securing him in the end, as a 
means of ensuring her fidelity to his interests. 
He chuckled to himself at the thought of the 
rage and disappointment that would consume 
her when he announced that he was about to 
be married. 

He was a suspicious man, and he mistrusted 
every woman, but he mistrusted Honor less 
than any woman or man he knew. He had 
observed no other with half the attention he 
had devoted to her, and he had never seen in 
her the smallest tokens of frivolity and indif- 
ference to duty. If she was so scrupulous in 
the discharge of her obligations to father and 
sisters, how dependable she would be in her 
own house, when working and saving for 
husband and children of her own. 

She was no idler, she was no talker, and 
Taverner hated idleness and gossip. Of what 
other girl in Bratton Clovelly could as much be 
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said? No, he would trust his house and 
happiness to no other than Honor Luxmore. 

Taverner dearly loved money, but he loved 
mastery better. A wife with a fortune of her 
own would have felt some independence, but a 
wife who brought him nothing would not be 
disposed to assert herself. She would look up 
to him as the exclusive author of her happiness, 
and never venture to contradict him, never 
have a will of her own. 

' If that be her only objection, it may be 
circumvented,' said Langford, ' if not got over. 
I thought, perhaps, she declined my hand from 
some other cause.' 

* What other cause could there be ? ' asked 
Oliver. 

' To be sure there is no other that should 
govern a rational creature ; but few women are 
rational. I have done something for you 
already, for you have my horse. I have done 
a good deal for Charles also ; I pay him nine- 
pence a day and give him his food. It is quite 
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possible that I may do a vast deal for the rest 
of you. But of course that depends. Fm not 
likely to take you up and make much of you 
unless you are connected with me by marriage. 
You can judge for yourself. Should I be 
likely to leave you all unprovided for if Honor 
were Mrs. Langford .^ Of course I would not 
allow it to be said that my wife's relations were 
in need.' 

These words of Tavemer Langford made 
Oliver's pulse beat fast. 

* And then,' continued the yeoman, * who 
can say but that I might give you a hand to 
help you into Coombe Park.' 

Luxmore's eye kindled, and his cheeks 
became dappled with fiery spots. Here was a 
prospect ! but it was like the prospect of the 
Promised Land to Moses on Pisgah if Honor 
proved unyielding. 

' You are the girl's father,' said Langford. 
* Hoity-toity ! I have no patience with a man 
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who allows his daughter to give herself airs. 
He knows what is best for her, and must 
decide. Make her give way.' 

OUver would have laughed aloud at the 
idea of his forcing his daughter's will into com- 
pliance with his own, had not the case been so 
serious. 

* Look here, Mr. Langford,' he said. ' I'll 
do what I can. I'll tell Honor the liberal offer 
you have made ; and I trust she'll see it aright 
and be thankful.' He stood up. 'Before I 
go,' he said, producing the five-pound note, 'I'd 
just like to reduce my debt to you for the 
horse, if you please.' 

' How much ? ' asked Taverner. 

* Five poimds,' answered the carrier. ' If 
I kept it by me I should spend it, so I thought 
best to bring it straight to you. You'll give 
me a sHp o' paper as a receipt.' 

Langford took out his pocket-book, folded 
the note, and put it in the pocket of the book ; 
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then made a pencil entry. I always,' said 
he, * enter every note I receive with its number. 
Comes useful at times for reference. To be 
sure, you shall have a receipt.' 
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CHAPTEK XXn. 

THE HAYSEL. 

HiLLAEY became impatient. He made no way 
with Honor ; if any change in his position had 
taken place, he had gone back. In spite of 
her entreaty, he went to the cottage down the 
lane hooting like an owl, but she did not 
answer the call. Then he plucked up courage 
and went in on the chance of getting a word 
with her alone, but he went in vain. OUver 
Luxmore was glad to see him, chatted with 
him, and offered him a place at their supper- 
board, or a drink of cider. He defended 
himself against the sallies of Kate. He spoke 
now and then to Honor, and was answered in 
friendly tone ; but that was all. If by chance 
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he met her during the day in the lane or on 
the down, and she could not escape him, she 
would not stay to talk, she pleaded work. 
Hillary was disappointed, and, what was more, 
offended. His vanity was hurt, and vanity in 
a young man is his most sensitive fibre. No 
other girl in the parish would treat his ad- 
vances as did Honor. The other girls laid 
themselves out to catch him. Honor shrank 
from him. He knew that she liked him, he 
was angry because she did not love him. 

Hillary's nature, though sound, was marred 
by his bringing up. He had been spoiled by 
flattery and indulgence. His father's boasting, 
the great expectations held out to him, the 
consciousness of vigour, health, and good looks, 
combined to make Larry consider himself the 
very finest young fellow, not in Brattou only, 
but in all England. Self-conceit is like mer- 
cury, when it touches gold it renders it dull, 
^nd a strong fire is needed to e?:pel the alloy 
and restore the gold to its proper brilUancy. 



THE HAYSEL 47 

Mortified in his self-consequence, stung by 
Honor's indifierence, after a few attempts and 
failures Hillary changed his tactics. He re- 
solved to show Honor, if she did not meet him, 
he could turn elsewhere. Unfortunately, Kate 
was at hand to serve his purpose. Kate did 
not particularly care for Larry. She had a 
fancy for Samuel Voaden, the farmer's son at 
Swaddledown ; but of this Honor neither knew 
nor suspected anything. Kate was pleased to 
see Hillary whenever he came, as she was glad 
to have a butt for her jokes, and with feminine 
ingenuity used him to throw dust in the eyes 
of her father, sister, and companions to obscure 
their perception of her attachment for Sam 
Voaden. 

At first Hillary was in a bad temper, disin- 
clined for conversation, and unable to retaliate 
upon Kate ; but by degrees his old cheerful- 
ness returned, and he received and replied to 
her banter with what readiness he possessed. 

One day he came into the cottage with a 
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hay- fork over his shoulder. 'You maidens/ 
he said, * come along to the hay-field. We 
want help badly. Bring the little ones and let 
them romp and eat cake. Whilst the sun 
shines we must make hay.' 

Honor, without a word, rose and folded 
her work. 

* If you can toss hay as you can toss chaff/ 
said the young man addressing Kate, * you will 
be useful indeed.* 

* Larry, it is reported that your uncle 
Langford will not save hay till it has been 
rained on well. " If it be too good," he 
argues, " the cows will eat too much of it." 
Your wit is ricked like Langford's hay ; it is 
weak and washed out. A little goes a long 
way with those who taste it.' 

A happy and merry party in the hayfield, 
women and girls tossing the hay into cocks, and 
the men with the waggon collecting it and 
carrying it home. The air was fragrant with 
the scent. In a corner under a hedge were a 
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barrel of cider, and blue and white mugs, 
and a basketful of saffron- cake. Whoever was 
thirsty went to the cider cask, whoever was 
hungry helped himself to the plum loaf. The 
field rang with laughter, and occasional 
screams, as a man twisted a cord of hay, cast 
the loop roimd a girl's neck, drew her head 
towards him and kissed her face. That is 
called ' the making of sweet hay.' 

Honor worked steadily. No one ventured 
lo make ' sweet hay ' with her, and Kate was 
too much on the alert, though one or two young 
men slyly crept towards her with twisted bands. 
The little ones were building themselves nests 
of hay, and burying one another, and jumping 
over haycocks, and chasing each other with 
bands, to catch and kiss, in imitation of their 
elders. Hillary turned in his work and looked 
at Honor and Kate, hoping that the former 
would commend his diligence, and that the 
latter would give him occasion for a joke. But 
Honor was too much engrossed in her raking, 
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and had too little idea of necessary work being 
lauded as a virtue ; and the latter was looking 
at Samuel Voaden, who had come over from 
Swaddledown to help his neighbour — the 
haysel at home being over. 

When the half-laden waggon drew up near 
where Honor was raking, Hillary said to her in 
a low tone, ' I have been working ever since 
the dew was oflF the grass/ 

* I suppose so, Larry.' 

' I have been working very hard.' 
'•Of course you have, Larry.' 

* And I am very hot.' 

* I do not doubt it.' 

* How cool you are, Honor ! ' 

* I — cool ! ' she looked at him with sur- 
prise. 'On the contrary, I am very warm.* 
She had no perception that he pleaded for 
praise. 

' Larry,' said Kate, ' you were right to 
press us into service. It will rain to-morrow/ 
^ How do you know that ? ' 
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' Because you axe working to-day.' 

Quick as thought, he threw some hay 
strands round her head, and kissed both her 
rosy cheeks. 

Kate drew herself away, angry at his im- 
pudence, especially angry at his kissing her 
before Samuel Voaden. She threw down her 
pitchfork (' heable ' in the local dialect), and 
folding her arms, said with a frown and a pout, 
* Do the rest yourself. I will work for you no 
more.' 

* Oh, Kate, do not take offence. I went 
naturally where was the sweetest hay.' 

In her anger she looked prettier than when 
in good humour. She glanced round out of the 
comers of her eyes, and saw to her satisfac- 
tion that Samuel was on the further side of the 
waggon, unconscious of what had taken place. 
Hillary was humble, he made ample apology, 
and offered lavish flattery. Kate maintained, or 
affecj^ed to maintain, her anger for some time, and 
forced Larry to redouble his efforts to regain 
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her favour. Her fair hair, fine as silk just 
wound fi:om a cocoon, was ruffled over her 
brow, and her brow was pearled with heat- 
drops. She was a slender girl, with a long 
neck and the prettiest shoulders in the world. 
She wore a hght gown, frilled about the throat 
and bosom and sleeves, tucked up at the side, 
showing a blue petticoat and white stockings. 
She picked up the * heable ' with a sigh, and then 
stood leaning on it, with the sleeves fallen back, 
exposing her dehcate arms as far as the rosy 
elbows. 

It was not possible for Kate to remain long 
angry with Larry, he was so good-natured, 
so full of fuss, so coaxing ; he paid such pretty 
compliments, his eyes were so roguish, his face 
so handsome — ^besides, Samuel was on the 
other side of the waggon, seeing, hearing 
nothing. 

The dimples formed in her cheeks, the con- 
traction of lips and brows gave way, the 
angry sparkle disappeared from her blue eyes, 
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and then her clear laugh announced that 
she was pacified. Hillary, knowing he had 
conquered, audacious in his pride of conquest, 
put his arm round her waist, stooped, and 
kissed the bare arm nearest him that rested 
on the pitchfork, then he sprang aside as she 
attempted to box his ears. 

Honor was hard by and had seen both 
kisses, and had heard every word that had 
passed. She continued her work as though 
unconscious. For a moment, a pang of 
jealousy contracted her bosom, but she hastily 
mastered it. She knew that she could not, 
must not regard Hillary in any other light than 
as a brother, and yet she was unable to see her 
sister supplanting her in his affections with- 
out some natural qualms. But Honor was 
unselfish, and she hid her suffering. Kate a^ 
little suspected the state of her sister's heart 
as Honor suspected Kate's liking for Sam 
Voaden. Aiid now, all at once, an idea shot 
through Honor's mind which crimsoned her 
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face. How she had misread Hillary's manner 
when they were together watching for the 
lamb-killer! She had fancied then that his 
heart was drawing towards her, and the 
thought had filled her with unutterable happi- 
ness. Now she saw his demeanour in another 
aspect. He really loved Kate, and his aflfection 
for her was only a reflection of his love for the 
younger sister. He had sought to gain hler 
esteem, to forward his suit with Kate. When 
this thought occurred to Honor, she hid her 
face, humbled and distressed at having been 
deluded by self-conceit. She made it clear to 
herself now that Hillary had thought only of 
Kate. Her sister had said nothing to her 
about Hillaiy — ^but was that wonderfiil, as 
he had not declared himself? A transient 
gleam had lightened her soul. It was over. 
Work was Honor's lot in life, perhaps sorrow, 
not love. 

* The last load is carried, and in good order. 
Where is the dance to be?' asked Samuel 
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Voaden, coming into sight as the ivaggon 
moved on. 

* In the barn,' answered Hillary. 

'Kate,' said Hillary, 'give me the first 
dance.' 

' And me the second,' pleaded Samuel. 

When Combe wrote and Eowlandson illus- 
trated the ' Tour of Doctor Syntax,' a dance 
was the necessary complement of a harvest 
whether of com or hay — especially of the 
latter, as then the bam was empty. The Eeve- 
rend Doctor Syntax thought it not derogatory • 
to his oflSce to play the fiddle on such occasions. 
Moreover, half a century ago, the village 
fiddler was invited into any cottage, when, at 
the sound of his instrument, lads and maidens 
would assemble, dance for a couple of hours 
and disperse before darkness settled in. The 
denunciation of dancing as a deadly sin by 
the Methodists has caused it to fall into de- 
suetude. Morality has not been bettered there- 
by. The young people who foimerly met 
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by daylight on the cottage floor, now meet, 
after chapel, in the dark, in hedge corners. 

Hillary and Samuel had engaged Kate. 
Neither had thought of Honor, though she 
stood by, raking the fragrant hay. 

* Up, up ! ' shouted both young men. 
* Kate, you must ride on the last load.' 

The waggon moved away, with Kate 
mounted on the sweet contents, and with the 
young men running at the side. Honor re- 
mained alone, looking after them, resting on 
her rake, and, in spite of her efforts, the tears 
filled her eyes. 

But she did not give way to her emotion. 

Honor called the children, when the last 
load left the field, and led them home. She 
was hot and tired, and her heart ached, but she 
was content with herself. She had conquered 
the rising movement of jealousy, and was ready 
to accept Hillary as her sister's acknowledged 
lover. 

Kate followed her. An hour later the 
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dance in the bam would begin. The lads and 
maidens went home to smarten up, and wash 
off the dust and stain of labour, and the barn 
had to be decorated with green branches, and 
the candles lit. 

Kate went upstairs at once to dress. Honor 
remained below to hear the children's prayers, 
and get the youngest ready for bed. Then she 
went up to the room she shared with Kate, 
carrying little Temperance in her arms. 

' Oh, Honor, bundle them all in. What a 
time you have been ! We shall be late ; and I 
have promised to open the dance with Larry.' 

* I am not going, Kate.' 

' Not going ! Of course you are going.' 
' No, I am not. Father is not home, and 
will want his supper. Besides, I cannot leave 
the house with all the little ones in it unpro- 
tected.' 

* There are no ogres hereabouts that eat 
children,' said Kate, hastily. * We can manage. 
This is nonsense ; you must come.' 
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* I do not care to, Kate. Sit down in that 
chair, and I will dress your hair. ' It is tofiised 
like a haycock/ 

Kate seated herself, and Honor combed and 
brushed her sister's hair, then put ^ a blue 
riband through it ; and took the kerchief from 
her box, and drew it over Kate's shoulders, 
and pinned it in place. 

' Oh, Honor I What a lovely silk kerchief ! 
Where did you get this ? How long have you 
had it? Why have you not shown it me 
before ? ' 

* It is for you, dearest Kate ; I am glad you 
Uke it/ 

Kate stood up, looked at herself in the 
glass, and then threw her arms round her 
sister and kissed her. 

* You are a darling,' exclaimed Kate. * Al- 
ways thinking of others, never giving yourself 
anything. Let me remain at home— do you 
go instead of me.' 

Honor shook her head. She was pleased to 
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see Kate's delight, but there was an under- 
current of sadness in her soul. She was 
adorning her sister for Hillary. 

Kate did not press Honor to go instead of 
hier, though she was sufficiently good-hearted 
to have taken her sister's place without be- 
coming ill-tempered, had Honor accepted the 
offer. 

' Do I look very nice ? ' asked Kate, with 
the irresistible dimples coming into her cheeks. 
' I wonder what Larry will say when he sees 
me with this blue ribbon, and this pretty ker- 
chief.' 

* And I — ' said Honor slowly, not without 
effort, ' I also wonder.' 
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CHAPTER XXni. 



A BRAWL, 



When Kate came to the bam, she found it 
decorated with green boughs. There were no 
windows, only the great bam door, conse- 
quently the sides were dark; but here four 
lanterns had been hung, diffusing a dull yellow 
light. The threshing-floor was in the middle, 
planked; on either side the bam was slated, 
so that the dancing was to be in the middle. 
Forms were placed on the slate flooring for 
those who rested or looked on. On a table 
sat the fiddler with a jug of cider near him. 

The season of the year was that of Bamaby 
bright, when, as the old saw says, there is all 
day and no night. The sun did not set till past 
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eight, and then left the north-west full of silver 
light. The hedgerows, as Kate passed between 
them, streamed forth the fragrance from the 
honeysuckle which was wreathed about them 
in masses of flower, apricot-yellow, and pink. 
Where the incense of the eglantine ceased to 
fill the air it was burdened with the sweetness 
of white clover that flowered thickly over the 
broad green patches of grass by the road-side. 
Hillary was awaiting Kate to open the 
dance with her. He had gone to the gate to 
meet her ; he recognised his kerchief at once ; 
he was surprised and hurt. Why was Honor 
not there ? Kate came with her little brother 
Joe holding her hand, Joe had begged per- 
mission to attend the dance. Why had Honor 
made over Larry's present to her sister? It 
was a shght, an intentional slight. Larry bit 
his lips and frowned ; his heart beat fast with 
angry emotion. He approached Kate with an 
ungracious air, and led her to the dance with- 
out a pleasant word. 
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Kate was unquestionably the prettiest girl 
present. She held her fair head erect, in con- 
sciousness of superiority. Her hair was abun- 
dant, full of natural wave and curl, and the 
sky-blue ribbon in it seemed to hold it together, 
and to be the only restraining power that pre- 
vented it breaking loose and enveloping her from 
head to foot in the most beautiful gloss silk. 
Her complexion was that of the wild rose, 
heightened by her rapid walk and by excite- 
ment ; her eyes were blue as the forget-me-not. 

The evening sun shone in at the bam door, 
as yellow, but purer and brighter than the 
lantern hght. Had there been a painter pre- 
sent he would have seized the occasion to 
paint the pretty scene — the old bam with oaken 
timbers, its great double doors open, from 
under a penthouse roof leaning forward to 
cover the laden wains as they were being un- 
packed of their corn-sheaves ; the depths of the 
barn dark as night, illumined feebly by the 
pendent lanterns ; and the midst, the threshing- 
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floor, crowdal with dancers, who flickered in 
the saffron glow of the setting sun. 

Kate noticed that Hillary, whilst he danced 
with her, observed the kerchief intently. 

*I& it not pretty?' she asked innocently, 
* Honor gave it me. She had kept it for me 
in her box ever since the Eevel, and not told 
me that she had it ; nor did I see her buy it 
then. Honor is so good, so kind.' 

Hillary said nothing in reply, but his 
humour was not improved. His mind wan- 
dered from his partner. 

' When is Honor coming ? ' he asked ab- 
ruptly. 

' She is not coming at all.' 

' Why not .?^' 

'Father is not home, and will want his 
supper when he does return.' 

'Honor must do all the drudging whilst 
others dance,' he said peevishly. 

' I offered to stay and let her come, but she 
would not hear of it.' 
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Hillary danced badly; lie lost step. He 
excused himself ; but Kate was dissatisfied with 
her partner, he was dull, and she was displeased 
to see that Sam Voaden was dancing and laugh- 
ing and enjoying himself with some one else. 

' You are a clumsy partner,' she said, * and 
dance like old Diamond when backing against 
a load going down hill.' 

' Honor gave you that kerchief? What did 
she say when she gave it you ? ' 

' Nothing.' 

He said no more, and led her to a bench in 
the side of the bam. 

' What ! tired already, Larry ? I am not.' 

' I am,' he answered sulkily. 

Directly, Sam Voaden came to her, and was 
received with smiles. 

' Larry Nanspian came left leg foremost out 
of bed this morning,' she said. * He is as out 
of tune as Piper's fiddle.' 

Kate was in great request that evening. 
The lads pressed about her, proud to circle 
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round the floor with the graceful pretty girl ; 
but she gave the preference to Samuel Voaden. 
Hillary asked her to dance with him in * The 
Triumph,' but she told him sharply she would 
reserve her hand for him in the Dumps, and he 
did not ask her again. 

The girls present looked at Kate with envy. 
They were unable to dispute her beauty ; but 
her charm of manner and lively wit made her 
even more acceptable to the lads than her good 
looks. She was perfectly conscious of the 
envy and admiration she excited, and as much 
gratified with one as with the other. 

Samuel Voaden was infatuated. He pressed 
his attentions, and Kate received them with 
pleasure. As she danced past Larry she cast 
him glances of contemptuous pity. 

Hillary was angry with Honor, angry with 
Kate, angry with himself. The spoiled prince 
was cast aside by two girls — a common carrier's 
daughters* He was as irritated against Kate 
now as he was previously against Honor. 

VOL. IL ^ P 
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When he heard Kate laugh, he winced, 
suspecting that she was joking about him. 
His eyes followed the kerchief, and his heart 
grew bitter within him. He made no attempt 
to be amusing. He had nothing to say to 
any one. He let the dances go on without 
seeking partners. He stood lounging against 
the barn door, with a sprig of honeysuckle in 
his mouth, and his hands behind his back. 

The sun was set, a cool grey light suffused 
the meadow, the stackyard, the barn, the groups 
who stood about, and the dancers within. 

A dog ventured in at the door, and he 
kicked it out. 

The dog snarled and barked, and he nearly 
quarrelled with young Voaden because the 
latter objected to his dog being kicked. 

Then, all at once, his mood changed. It 
occurred to him that very probably Honor 
stayed away just for the purpose of showing 
him she did not care for him. If that were so, 
be would let her know that he was not to be 



A BRAWL 67 

put out of heart by lier slights. He would not 
afford her the gratification of hearing through 
her sister that he was dispirited and unhappy. 
Then he dashed into the midst of the girls, 
snatched a partner, and thenceforth danced 
and laughed and was uproariously merry. 

At ten o'clock the dancing was over. 
Country folk kept early hours fhen ; the 
cider barrel was run out, the basket of cakes 
emptied, and the tallow lights in the lanterns 
burnt down to a flicker in a flood of melted 
grease. 

The young men prepared to escort their 
partners home. 

Hillary saw that Samuel was going with 
Kate. He was exasperated to the last degree. He 
did not care particularly for Kate, but he did 
care that it should not be talked of in the village 
that Sam Voaden had plucked her away from 
under his very nose. Gossip gave her to him 
as a sweetheart, and gossip would make merry 
over his discomfiture. • Besides, he wanted an 

F 2 
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excuse for going to the cottage and having an 
explanation with Honor about the. kerchief. 

As Voaden's dog passed in front of him at 
a call from his master, Larry kicked it. 

* Leave my dog alone, will you ! ' shouted 
Samuel. * That is the second time you have 
kicked Punch. The dog don't hurt you, why 
should yoii hurt him ? ' 

'I shall kick the brute if I choose,' said 
Hillary. * It has no right here in the barn.' 

* What harm has Punch done ? And now, 
what is against his leaving ? ' 

' You had no right to bring the dog here. 
It has been in the plantation after young 
game.' 

'Punch is wrong whether in the barn or 
out of it. The guinea you got for bhooting 
Eover has given you a set against dogs seem- 
ingly,' said young Voaden. 

* The dog took your lambs at Swaddledown, 
and you were too much a lie-a-bed to stop it, ' 
sneered Hillary. 
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* Some folk/ answered Samuel, * have 
everything in such first-rate order at home 
they can spare time to help their neighbours.' 

' No more ! ' exclaimed Kate ; ' you shall 
not quarrel.' 

Hillary looked round. Near him were 
two women who had been in the van when he 
returned from Tavistock with the kerchief. 
They, no doubt, recognised it over Kate's 
shoulders. They made sure it was his love- 
token to her, and, w^earing it, she was about to 
affront him in their eyes. His wounded vanity 
made him blind to what he said or did. 

' Here, Kate,' he said, thrustiitg himself 
forward, ' I am going to take you home. You 
cannot go with Samuel. His cursed Punch is 
an ill-conditioned brute, and will kill your 
chickens/ 

' Nonsense,' laughed . Kate, ' our chickens 
are all under cover.' 

'I'll fight you,' said Hillary, turning to 
Samuel. 'Kate was engaged to me for the 
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Tank/ and you carried her off without asking 
leave. I will not be insulted by you on my 
father's land, and under my own roof. If you 
are a man you will fight me.' 

' Nonsense, Larry,' answered Samuel, good- 
humouredly, 'I'll not quarrel with you. It 
takes two to make a quarrel, as it takes two 
to kiss.' 

' You are afraid, that is why.' 

' I am not afraid of you, Larry,' said Samuel. 
* You are as touchy this evening as if whipped 
with nettles.' 

' Come with me, Kate,' exclaimed Hillary. 
'You have known me longer than Voaden. 
If he chooses to take you, he must fight me 
first.' 

'I will not fight you, Larry,' answered 
the young Swaddledown farmer ; ' but I. don't 
object to a fling with you, if you will wrestle.' 

'Very well; throw ofi* your coat.' 

The young men removed their jackets, 

^ An old country dance. 
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waistcoats, and the handkerchiefe from their 
throats. They were both fine fellows — well- 
built and strong. Those who had been danc- 
ing surrounded them in a ring, men and maids. 

* Cornish fashion, not Devon,' said Samuel. 

' Ay, ay ! ' shouted the bystanders, ' Cornish 
wrestle now.' 

' Eight — Cornish,' answered ffiUary. 

The difference between Devon and Cornish 
wrestling consists in this, that in a. Devon 
wrestle kicking is admissible ; but then, as a 
protection to their shins, the antagonists have 
their legs wreathed with haybands {vulgo 
skillibegs). As the legs were on this occa- 
sion unprotected, Devon wrestling was inad- 
missible. Both fashions were in vogue near 
the Tamar, and every young man would wrestle 
one way or the other as decided before- 
hand. 

The opponents fixed each other with their 
eyes, and stood breathless, and every voice was 
hushed. Instantaneously, as moved by one 
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impulse, they sprang at each other, and were 
writhing, tossing, coiling in each other's embrace. 
Neither could make the other budge from his 
ground, or throw him, exerting his utmost 
strength and skill. The haymakers stood 
silent, looking on appreciatively — the girls a 
httle frightened, the men rehshingly, relishing 
it more than the dance. Not one of the lads 
at that moment had a thought to cast at his 
partner. Their hands twitched, their feet 
moved, they bent, threw themselves back, 
swung aside,, responsive to the movements of 
the wrestlers. 

The antagonists gasped, snorted, as with 
set teeth and closed lips they drew long in- 
spirations through their nostrils. Their sweat 
poured in streams from their brows. 

Simultaneously, moved by one impulse, 
they let go their hold, and stood quivering and 
wiping their brows, with* labouring breasts ; 
then, with a shout, closed again. 

' Ho ! ' a general exclamation. In the first 
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grapple Hillary had slipped, and gone down on 
one knee. Immediately Samuel let go. 

' There ! ' said he, holding out his hand. 
' We have had enough. Strike palms, old boy.' 

'No,' gasped Hillary, blazing with anger 
and shame. * I was not flung. I slipped on 
the dockleaf there. I will not allow myself 
beaten. Come on again.' 

' I will not do so,' answered Samuel. * If 
you have not had enough, I have.' 

'You shall go on. You are a coward to 
sneak out now when an accident gave you 
advantage.' 

' Yery well, then,' said Samuel ; ' but you 
have lost your temper, and I'll have no more 
than this round with you.' 

The young men were very equally matched. 
They grappled once more, twisted, doubled, 
gasped; the ground was torn up under their 
feet. As the feet twirled and flew, it was 
hard to say how many were on the ground at 
once, and whose they were. 
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Samuel suddenly caught his antagonist over 
the arms, and pushed them to his side. 

' Hell have Larry down ! he will, by 
George!' shouted several. 'Well done, 
Samuel ! Go it, Samuel Voaden ! ' 

' Ha ! ' shouted Sam, starting back. ' Who 
goes against rules ? You kicked.' 

' You lie ! I did not.' 

* You did ! you did, Larry,' shouted three 
or four of the spectators. It was true ; in his 
excitement Larry had forgotten that he and his 
opponent were without skillibegs and wrestling 
in Cornish fashion, and he had kicked ; but in 
good faith he had denied doing it, for he was 
unconscious of his actions, so blinded and be- 
muzzed was he with anger, disappointment, 
and shame. 

' I'll not wrestle any more,' said Samuel, 
' if you don't wrestle fair. No — ^I won't at all. 
You are in a white fury. So — if it's unfair in 
you to kick, it is unfair in me to take advan- 
tage of your temper.' 
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'It is not done. One or other must go 
down.' 

Then Kate pushed forward. 'Neither of 
you shall attend me home,' she said ; ' I am 
going with little Joe only.' 

Whether this would have ended the affray 
is doubtful. Another interruption was more 
successful. Suddenly a loud blast of a horn, 
then a yelping as of dogs, then another blast — 
and through the yard before the barn, breaking 
the ring, sweeping between the combatants, 
passed a strange figure — a man wearing a black 
bull's hide, with long brown paper ears on his 
head ; the hide was fastened about his waist, and 
the tail trailed behind. He was followed by a 
dozen boys barking, baying, yelping, and after 
them hobbled Tom Grout blowing aorn. 

' It's no good,' said the lame fellow, halting 
in the broken ring; *I can't follow the hare, 
Mr. Larry Nanspian ; the hunt is waiting for 
you. On wi' a green coat, and mount your 
piebald, and take my horn. I wish I could 



76 RED SPIDER 

follow ; but it's un-possible. Whew ! you hare ! 
Heigh ! Piper, stay, will you, and start fair.' 

' I'll have nothing to do with it,' said 
Hillary, still panting. 

' That is right, Larry,' said Kate in his ear, 
' You oughtn't. Honor said as much, and that 
she hoped you would keep out of it.* 

' Did she ! ' said Hillary, angrily ; * then I'll 
go in for it.' 

* Larry, old chap,' exclaimed Voaden, pat- 
ting him on the shoulder, ' I wasn't the better 
man, nor was you. You slipped on the dock- 
leaf, and that don't reckon as a fall. We'll 
have another bout some other day, if you wish 
it. Now let us have the lark of the Hare Hunt.' 

Hillary considered a moment, and wiped 
his face. He had fallen in the general estima- 
tion. He had been sulky, he had provoked 
Sam, and the wrestle had not turned to his 
credit. Here was a chance offered of taking 
the lead once more. If he did not act the hunts- 
man, Sam would. 
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'All right, Crout/ said he, 'give me the 
horn; I'll have my horse round directly, and 
the green coat on.' 

' Do not, do not, Larry,' entreated Kate. 

' Tell Honor I'm not pinned to her apron,' 
answered the young man, and ran into the 
house. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE HAND OF GLORY. 

The reader may have been puzzled by the 
hints made by Larry to Honor, and by Charles 
to Mrs. Veale, of a threatened hare hunt, and 
he may have wondered why such a threat 
should have disturbed Honor and angered the 
housekeeper. There are plenty of hares on 
Broadbury Moor ; there have been hare hunts 
there as long as men could remember ; fre- 
quently, all through the winter. An ordinary 
hare hunt would not have stirred much feeling 
in women's bosoms. The menaced hare hunt 
was something very different. A stag and a 
hare hunt are the rude means employed by a 
village community for maintaining either its 
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standard of morals or expressing its disap- 
probation of petticoat rule. The stag hunt is 
by no means an institution of the past, it flou- 
rishes to the present day ; and where the magi- 
strates have interfered, this interference has 
stimulated it to larger proportions. The hare 
hunt, now extinct, was intended to ridicule the 
man who submitted to a rough woman's 
tongue. 

The stag hunt takes place either on the 
wedding-night of a man who has married a 
girl of light character, or when a wife is 
suspected of having played her husband false. 
The hare hunt more properly satirised the 
relations between Tavemer Langford and Mrs. 

Veale. In not a few cases, especially with a 
stag hunt, there is gross injustice done. It 

cannot be otherwise : the Vehm-Gericht is self- 
constituted, sits in the tavern, and passes its 
sentence without summons and hearing of the 
accused. There is no defence and no appeal 
from the court. The infliction of the sentence 



So RED SPIDER 

confers an indelible stain, and generally drives 
those who have been thus branded out of 
the neighbourhood. Petty spite and private 
grudges are sometimes so revenged; and a 
marriage in a well-conducted family, which 
has held itself above the rest in a pai'ish, 
is made an occasion for one of these out- 
rages, whereby the envy of the unsuccessful 
and disreputable finds a vent. 

There probably would have been no hare 
hunt near Langford had not the ' quarrel 
between Langford and Nanspian agitated the 
whole parish, and given occasion for a frolic 
which would not have been adventured had 
the brothers-in-law been combined. 

' Well, Mr. Charles,' said Mrs. Veale, ' what 
have you done with the five-pound note I let 
you have ? Is it all spent ? ' 

*I gave it to my father and sister,' answered 
Charles. ' I've occasioned them some expense, 
and I thought I'd make it up to them whilst I 
could.' 
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* That was mighty liberal of you/ sneered 
Mrs. Veale. 

' I am liberal, pretty free-handed with my 
money. It comes of my blood.' 

* Ah ! ' said the housekeeper, ' and I reckon 
now you'll be wanting more.' 

* I could do with more,' replied young 
Luxmore, * but I will not trouble you.' 

'Oh! it's no trouble,' said Mrs. Veale, 'I 
know very well that lending to you is safe as 
putting into the Bank of England. You must 
have your own some day, and when you're 
squire you won't see me want.' 

' Eely on me, I will deal most generously 
with you. I shall not forget your kindness, 
Mrs. Veale.' 

' But,' said the woman slyly, eyeing him, ' I 
can't find you as much as you require. You 
can't spin more out of me than my own weight, 
as the silkworm said. I've put aside my httle 
savings. But as you see, the master don't pay 
VOL. ir. G 
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freely. He gives you only ninepence, and me 
— — ' she shrugged her shoulders. 

' If I were in your place/ she went on, 
after a pause, ' I should be tempted to borrow 
a hundred or so, and go to Physick the lawyer 
with it, and say, help me to Coombe Park, and 
when I've that, FU give you a hundred more.' 

'Who'd lend me the money? You have 
not so much.' 

' No, I have not so much.' 

* What other person would trust me ? ' 

' The money might be had.' 

' Others don't see my prospects as you do.' 

' I'd be inclined to borrow wi'out asking,' 
said the housekeeper cautiously. She was as 
one feeling her way; she kept her eyes on 
Charles as she talked. Charles st rted. He 
knew her meaning. 

' How dare you suggest such a thing ! ' he 
said in a low tone, looking at her uneasily. 
^ Curse you! Don't wink at me with your 
white lashes that way, you make me uneasy.' 
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*I only suggested it/ said Mrs. Veale, 
turning her head aside. 'I reckon no harm 
would be done. The master don't know how 
much he has in his box. We had it out t'other 
day between us, and counted. There be over 
a thousand pounds there. Do y' think he 
counts it every week? Not he. Who'd 
know? The money would be put back, and 
wi' interest, six, seven, ten per cent., if you 
hked, when you'd got Coombe Park.' 

'Have done,' said Luxmore with nervous 
irritation; 'I'm no thief, and never could 
become one.' 

*Who asked you to be one? Not I. I 
said as how you might become his banker for 
a hundred pounds. The bank gives but three 
per cent., and you would give nine. Who'd 
be the loser? Not master. He'd gain nine 
pounds without knowing it — and wouldn't he 
crow ! ' 

Charles Luxmore caught his hat and stood 
up. 

G 2 



84 RED SPIDER 

* Where be you going to ? ' asked Mrs. 
Veale. 

* I cannot stand this/ he said in an agitated 
voice. 'You torment me. You put notions 
into me that won't let me sleep, that make me 
miserable. I shall go.' 

' Whither ? To the Eing a' Bells. There 
be no one there to-night, all be away to Chims- 
worthy at the Haysel. You sit down again, 
and I will give you some cherry cordial.' 

He obeyed sulkily. 

'You can't go to dance at Chimsworthy, 
because you be here at Langford, and there's 
no dancing and meny-making here. But wait 
till you're at Coombe Park, and then you'll have 
junketings and harvest-homes and dances when 
you will. That'll be a rare life.' 

He said nothing, but thrust his hands into 
his pockets, and looked moodily before him. 

' Shall I tell you now who'll find you the 
money ? ' 

He did not speak. 
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' Wellon wiU; 

' What ? ' he looked up in surprise. 

'Ay! old Wellon as was gibbeted, he 
wiU; 

Charles laughed contemptuously. 'You 
are talking folly. I always thought you mad/ 

'Did you 'ever hear of the Hand of 
Glory?' 

' No, never.' 

' I wonder what became of Wellon's hand 
— the hand that throttled Mary Bundle, and 
stuck the knife into the heart of Jane, and 
brought down their aunt wi' a blow of the fist. 
That hand was a mighty hand.' 

' Wellon was hung in chains, and fell to 
dust.' 

' But not the hand. Such a hand as that 
was too precious. Did you never hear it was 
cut off, and the body swung for years without 
it?' 

' No, I did not.' 

' It was so.* 
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' What good was it to anyone ? ' 

' It was worth pounds and pounds.' 
' As a curiosity ? ' 

' No, as a Hand of Glory. It were washed 
in mother's milk to a child base-born, and 
smoked in the reek of gallows-wood, and then 
laid with tamarisk from the sea, and vervain, 
and rue, and bog-bean.' 

^Well, what then?' 

' Why, then, sure it's a Hand of Glory.' She 
paused, then struck her hand across her fore- 
head, ' and grass off the graves of them as it 
killed — I forgot to say that was added.' 

' What can such a hand do ? ' 

' Everything. If I had it here and set it up 
on the mantelshelf, and set a Hght to the 
fingers, all would flame blue, and then every 
soul in the house w^ould sleep except us two, 
and we might ransack the whole place and 
none would stir or hinder or see. And if we 
let the hand flame on, they would lie asleep till 
we were far away beyond their reach.' 
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' K you had this Hand of Glory, I wouldn't 
help you to use it/ said Charles, writhing on 
his seat. 

'That is not all,' Mrs. Veale went on, 
standing by a little tea-table with her hand on 
it, the other against her side. ' That hand has 
wonderful powers of itself. It is as a thing 
alive, though dead and dry as leather. If you 
say certain words it begins to run about on its 
fingers like a rat. Maybe you're sitting over 
the fire of nights, and hear something stirring, 
and see a brown thing scuttling over the floor 
and you think it is a rat. It is not. It is the 
dead man's hand. Perhaps you hear a 
scratching on the wall, and look round, and 
see a great black spider — a monstrous spider 
going about, running over and over the wain- 
scot, and touching and twitching at the bell 
wires. It is not a spider, it is the murderer's 
hand. It hasn't eyes, it goes by the feel, till it 
comes to gold, and then, at the touch the dark 
skin becomes light and shines as the tail of a 
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glowworm, and it picks aud gathers by its 
own light. I reckon, if that hand o' Wellon's 
were in the oven behind the parlour-grate, it 
would make such a light that you'd see what 
was on every guinea, whether the man and 
horse or the spade, and you could read every 
note as well as if you had the daylight. Then the 
ring-finger and the little finger close over what 
money the hand has been bidden fetch, and it 
runs away on the thumb and other two — and 
then, if you will, it's spiderhke with a bag 
behind.' 

' I don't believe a word of it,' said Charles, 
but his words were more confident than his tone. 

' You see,' Mrs. Veale went on, ' there is 
this about it, you tell the hand to go and fetch 
the money, but you don't say whither it is to 
go, and you do not know. You get the money 
and can swear you have robbed no one. I 
reckon, mostly the money is found by the hand 
in old cairns and ruins. I've been told there's 
a table of gold in Broadbury Castle that only 
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comes to the top on Midsummer night for an 
hour, and then sinks again. Folks far away 
see a great light on Broadbury, and say we be 
swaling (burning gorse) up here ; but it is no 
such thing ; it is the gold table coming up, and 
shining like fire, and the clouds above reflect- 
ing its Ught/ 

' Pity the hand don't break off bits of the 
gold table,' said Charles sarcastically ; but his 
face was mottled with fear ; Mrs. Veale's stories 
frightened him. 

' Yes, 'tis a pity,' she said. ' Maybe it will 
some day.' 

* Pray what do you say to the hand to 
make it run your errands ? ' 

* Ah ! ' she continued, without answering 
his question. 'There be other things the 
Hand of Glory can do. It will go if you send it 
to some person — ^bolts and locks will not keep 
it out, and it will catch the end of the bed- 
clothes, and scramble up, and pass itself over 
the eyes of the sleeper, and make him sleep 
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like a dead man, and it will dive under the 
clothes and lay its fingers on the heart ; tlien 
there will come aches and spasms there, or it 
will creep down the thighs and pinch and pat, 
and that brings rheumatic pains. I've heard 
of one hand thus sent as went down under the 
bedclothes to the bottom of the sleeper's foot, 
and there it closed up all the fingers but one, 
and with that it bored and bored, working 
itself about like a gimblet, and then gangrene 
set in, and the man touched thus was dead in 
three days.' 

' It is a mighty fortunate thing you've not 
the hand of old Wellon,' growled Charles. 

' I have got it,' answered Mrs. Veale. 

Charles looked at her with staring eyes. 

' You shall see it,' she said. 

' I do not want to. I will not ! ' he ex- 
claimed, shuddering. 

' WeUon's hand will fetch you a hundred 
pounds, and we will not ask whence it comes,' 
said Mrs. Veale. 
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' I will not have it, I will not touch it ! ' He 
spoke in a hoarse, horrified whisper. 

' You shall come with me, and I will show 
you where I keep it, and perhaps you will find 
the hand closed; and when I say. Hand of 
Glory ! open ! Hand of Glory ! give up ! then 
you will see the fingers unclose, and the glitter- 
ing gold coins will be in the brown palm.' 

* I will not touch them.' 

* No harm in your looking at them. Come 
with me.' 

She stood before him with her firm mouth 
set, and her blinking eyes on him. He tried 
to resist. He settled himself more comfortably 
into his seat. But his efibrts to oppose her will 
were in vain. He uttered a curse, drew his 
hands out of his pocket, put his hat on his head. 

* Go on,' he said surlily ; ' but I tell y' I 
won't go without the lantern. Where is it ? ' 

' In Wellon's Cairn.' 

' I will not go,' said Charles, drawing back, 
and all colour leaving his cheek. 
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' Then I'll send the hand after you. Come.* 

' I'll take the lantern.' 

*As you like, but hide the light till we 
get to the hill. There it don't matter if folks 
see a flame dancing about the mound. They 
will keep their distance — Come on, after me.* 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

THE HARE HUNT. 

DmECTLY Mrs. Veale, followed by Charles, came 
outside the house the former turned and said, 
with a chuckle, ' You want a lantern, do y', a 
summer night such as this ? ' 

The sky was full of twilight, every thorn 
tree and holly bush was visible on the hedges, 
every pebble in the yard. 

* Fm not going to Wellon's Cairn without,' 
said Luxmore, sulkily. ^ I don't want to go at 
all ; and I won't go there without light.' 

*Very well. I will wait at the gate for 
you.' 

He went into the stable, where was a horn- 
sided tin lantern, and took it down from its 
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crook, then went back into the kitchen and 
lighted the candle at the fire. 

*rve a mind not to go,' he muttered. 
* What does the woman want with me, pulling 
me, driving me, this way and that? If I'd 
been told I was to be subjected to this sort of 
persecution, I wouldn't have come here. It's 
not to be endured for ninepence. Ninepence ! 
It would be bad at eighteen pence. I wish I 
was in Afghanistan. Cawbul, Ghuznee, Cauda- 
har don't astonish her. She ain't open-mouthed 
at them, but sets my hair on end with her 
Hand of Glory, and talks of how money is to 
be got. I know what she is after ; she wants 
me to run away with her and the cash box. I 
won't do it — not with her, for certain ; not with 
the cash box if I can help it. I don't believe 
a word about a Hand of Glory. I'm curious 
to know how she'll get out of it, now she's 
promised to show it me.' 

He started, and swore. 

* Gorr ! ' he said ; ' it's only a rat behind the 
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wainscot ; I thought it was the hand creeping 
after me. I suppose I must go. For certain, 
Mrs. Veale is a bad un. But ; what is that ? 
The shadow of my own hand on the wall, 
naught else.' 

He threw over him a cloak he wore in wet 
weather, and hid the lantern under it. 

' For sure,' he said, ' folks would think it 
queer if they saw me going out such a summer 
night as this with a lantern ; but I won't go to 
Wellon's Cairn without, that is certain/ 

'Well,' said Mrs. Veale; 'so you have 
come at last ! ' 

' Yes, I have come. Where is the master ? 
I've not seen him about.' 

' He never said nothing to no one, and went 
off to Holsworthy to-day.' 

* When will he be back ? ' 

* Not to-morrow ; there's a fair there ; the 
day after, perhaps.' 

A heavy black cloud hung in the sky, 
stretching apparently above Broadbury. Be- 
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low it the silvery light flowed from behind the 
horizon. To the east, although it was night, 
the range of Dartmoor was visible, bathed in 
the soft reflection from the north-western sky. 
The tumulus upon which Wellon had been 
executed was not far out on the heath. Mrs. 
Veale led the way with firm tread; Charles 
followed with growing reluctance. A great 

white owl whisked by. The glowworms were 

« 

shining mysteriously under tufts of grass. As 
they pushed through the heather they disturbed 
large moths. A rabbit dashed past. 

' Hush ! ' whispered C!harles. * I'm sure I 
heard a horn.' 

' Ah ! ' answered Mrs. Veale, ' Squire Ars- 
cott rides the downs at night, they say, and 
has this hundred years.' 

*I don't care to go any further,' said the 
young man. 

* You shall come on. I am going to show 
you the Hand of Glory.' 

He was powerless to resist. As his father 
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had fallen under the authority of Honor, so 
the strong over-mastering will of this woman 
domineered Charles, and made him do what 
she would. He felt his subjection, his power- 
lessness. He saw the precipice to which she 
was leading him, and knew that he could not 
escape. 

' I wish I had never come to Langford,* 
he muttered to himself. ' It's Honor's doing. 
If I go wrong, she is to blame. She sent me 
here, and all for ninepence.' Then, stepping 
forward beside the housekeeper, * I say, Mrs. 
Veale, how do you manage to stow anything 
away in a mound ? ' 

■ 

'Easy, if the mound be not solid,' she 
replied. ' There is a sort of stone coffin in the 
middle, made of pieces of granite set on end, 
and others laid on top. When the treasure- 
seekers dug into the hill, they came as far as 
one of the stones, and they stove it in, but 
found nothing, or, if they found aught, they 
VOL. II. n 
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carried it away. Then, I reckon, they put the 
stone back, or the earth fell down and covered 
all up, and the heather bushes grew over it all. 
But I looked one day about there for a place 
where I could hide things. I thought as the 
master had his secret place, I'd have mine too ; 
and I knew no place could be safer than where 
old Wellon hunir, as folk don't Hke to come 
too near it — leastways in the dark. Well, 
then, I found a little hole, as might have been 
made by a rabbit, and I cleared it out ; and 
there I found the gap and the stone coffin. I 
crept in, it were not over big, but wi' a light I 
could see about. I thought at first I'd come 
on Wellon's bones, but no bones were there, 
nothing at all but a rabbit nest, and some 
white snail shells. After that I made up the 
entrance again, just as it was, and no one 
would know it was there. But I can find it ; 
there is a bunch of heath by it, and some 
rushes, and how rushes came to grow there 
beats me.' 
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' So you keep Wellon's hand in there, do 
you?' 

' Yes, I do/ 

' How did you manage to get it ? ' 

' I will not tell you.' 

' I do not believe you have it ; I don't 
believe but what you told me a parcel of hes 
about the Hand of Glory. I've been to Af- 
ghanistan, and Cabul, and the Bombay Presi- 
dency, and never heard of such a thing. It is 
not in reason. If a dead hand can move, why 
has not my finger that was cut off in battle 
come back to me ? ' 

' Shall I send the Hand after it ? ' 

The suggestion made Charles uneasy. He 
looked about him, as afraid to see the black 
hand running on the grass, leaping the tufts of 
furze, carrying his dead finger, to drop it at his 
feet. 

'What are you muttering?' asked he, 
sharply. 

'I'm only repeating. Hand of Glory I 

H 2 
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Hancl of Light! Fetch, fetch! Eun and 
bring ' 

'I'll strike you down if you go on with 
your devilry, you hag,' said Charles, angrily. 

' We are at the place.' 

They entered the cutting made by the 
treasure-seekers, the gap in which Honor had 
often sat in the sun, unconscious of the stone 
kistvaen hidden behind her, indifferent to the 
terrors of the haunted hill, whilst the sun 
blazed on it. 

'The night is much darker than it was,' 
said Charles uneasily, as he looked about him. 

It was as he said. The black mass of cloud 
had spread and covered the sky, cutting off the 
light except from the horizon. 

' I don't like the looks of the cloud,' said 
Charles. ' There will be rain before long, and 
there's thunder aloft for certain.' 

' What is that to you ? Are you afraid of 
a shower ? You have your cloak. Bring out 
the lantern. It matters not who sees the light 
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now. If anyone does see it, he'll say it's a 
corpse-candle on its travels.' 

' What is a corpse-candle? ' 

' Don't you know ? ' She gave a short, dry 
laugh. ' It's a light that travels by night along 
a road, and comes to the door of the house 
out of which a corpse will be brought in a day 
or two.' 

' Does no one carry the candle ? ' 

' It travels by itself.' Then she said, ' Give 
me the light.' 

' I will not let it out of my hand,' answered 
Charles, looking about him timorously. 'I 
don't think anyone will see the light, down in 
this hole.' 

' Hold the lantern where I show you — 
there.' 

He did as required. It gave a poor, sickly 
light, but sufficient to show where the woman 
wanted to work. She began to scratch away 
the earth with her hands, and Charles, watch- 
ing her, thought she worked as a rabbit or 
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hare might with its front paws. Presently she 
said: 

^ There is the hole, look in.' 

He saw a dark opening, but had no desire 
to peer into it. Indeed, he drew back. 

' How can I see, if you take away the lan- 
tern?' asked Mrs. Veale. 'Put your arm in 
and you will find the hand.' 

He drew still further away. *I will not. 
I have seen enough. I know of this hiding- 
place. That suffices. I will go home.' 

The horror came over him lest she should 
force him to put his hand into the stone coffin, 
and that there, in the blackness and mystery 
of the interior, the dead hand of the murderer 
would make a leap and clasp his. 

* I have had enough of this,' he said, and a 
shiver ran through him, ' I will go home. 
Curse me ! I'm not going to be mixed up 
with all this devilry and witchery if I can 
help it.' 

' Perhaps the hand is gone,' said Mrs. Veale. 
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' Oh ! I hope so.' 

' I sent it after your, finger.' 

'Indeed, may it be long oi^ its travels.' 
He was reassured. It was not pleasant to 
think of so close proximity to the murderer's 
embahned, still active hand. He suspected 
that Mrs. Yeale was attempting to wriggle out 
of her undertaking. 'Indeed — I thought I 
was to see the hand, and now the hand is not 
here.' 

'I cannx)t say. Anyhow, the money is 
here.' 

' What money?' 

' That for which you asked.' 

' I asked for none.' 

'You desired a hundred pounds for the 
purpose of getting back Coombe Park. Put in 
your hand and take it.' 
. 'I will not.' 

His courage was returmng, as he thought 
he saw evasion of her promise in the woman. 

'For the matter of that, if this Hand of 
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Glory can fetch money, it might as well fetch 
more than that.' 

' How much ? ' 

^ A hundred is not over much. Two hun- 
dred — a thousand.' 

* Say a thousand.' 
' So I do.' 

* Put in your hand. It is there.' 
'Hark!' 

* Put in your hand.' 
' I will not.' 

' Then you fool ! you coward ! I must take 
it for you ! ' she hissed in her husky voice. She 
stooped, and thrust both her hands and arms 
deep into the kistvaen^ 

* Hush ! ' whispered Charles, as he laid his 
hand on her shoulder, and covered the light 
with a flap of his mantle. She remained still 
for a minute with her arms buried in the grave. 
There was certainly a sound, a tramp of many 
feet, and the fall of horses' hoofs, heard, then 
not heard, as they went over road or turf. 
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' There,' whispered Mrs. Veale, and drew a 
box from the hole and placed it on Charles's 
lap. As she did so, the mantleflap fell from 
the lantern, and the light shone over the box. 
Charles at once recognised Taverner Langford's 
cash box, with the letter padlock. 

* Ebal,' whispered Mrs. Veale. ' A thousand 
pounds are yours.' • 

At that instant, loud and startling, close to 
the cairn sounded the blast of a horn, instantly- 
responded to by the baying and yelping of 
dogs, by shouts, and screams, and cheers, and 
a tramp of rushing feet, and a crack of whips. 

The suddenness of the uproar, its unexpec- 
tedness, its weirdness, coming on Charles's over- 
wrought nerves, at the same moment that he 
saw himself unwillingly involved in a robbery, 
completely overcame him ; he uttered a cry of 
horror, sprang to his feet, upset the money 
box, and leaped out of the cutting, swinging 
the lantern, with his wide mantle flapping 
about him. His foot tripped and he fell ; he 
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picked himself up and bounded into the road 
against a horse with rider, who was in the act 
of blowing a horn. 

Charles was too frightened and bewildered 
to remember anything about the hare hunt. 
He did not know where he was, what he was 
doing, against whom he had flung himself. 
The horse plunged, bounded aside, and cast his 
rider from his back. Charles stood with one 
hand to his head looking vacantly at the road 
and the prostrate figure in it. In another 
moment Mrs. Veale was at his elbow. ' What 
have you done "i ' she gaspea, ' You fool ! what 
have you done ? ' 

Charles had sufficiently recovered himself to 
understand what had taken place. 

^ It is the hare hunt,' he said. ' Do you 
hear them ? The dogs ! This is — my God ! it 
is Larry Nanspian. He is dead. I said I would 
break his neck, and I have done it. But I did 
not mean it. I did not intend to frighten the 
horse. I — I ' — and he burst into tears. 
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' You are a fool,' said Mrs. Veale angrily. 
' What do you mean staying here ? ' Slie took 
the horn from the prostrate Larry and blew it. 
' Don't let them turn and find you here by his 
dead body. If you will not go, I must, though 
I had no hand in kiUing him.' She snatched 
the lantern from liis hand and extinguished it. 
' That ever I had to do with such an one as 
you ! Be off, as you value your neck ; do not 
stay. Be off! If you threatened Larry and 
have fulfilled your threat, who will believe that 
this was accident ? ' 

Charles, who hM been overcome by weak- 
ness for a moment, was nerved again by fear. 

' Take his head,' said Mrs. Veale, ' lay him 
on the tm*f, among the dark gorse, where he 
mayn't be seen all at once, and that will give 
you more time to get off.' 

' I cannot take his head,' said Charles, 
trembling. 

^ Th^n take his heels. Do as I bid,' ordered 
the housekeeper. She bent and raised Larry. 
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' Sure enough/ she said, ' his neck is broken. 
He'll never speak another word.' 

Charles let go his hold of the feet. ' I will 
not touch him,' he said. ' I will not stay. I 
wish I'd never come to Langford. It was all 
Honor's fault forcing me. I must go.' 

' Yes, go,' said Mrs. Veale, ' and go along 
Broadbury, where you will meet no man, and 
no footmarks will be left by which you may be 
traced.' Mrs. Veale, unassisted, dragged the 
senseless body out of the rough road over the 
turf. 

' Is he dead ? is he really dead ? ' asked 
Charles. 

' Go ! ' said Mrs. Veale, ' or I shall have the 
chance of your hand to make into a better Hand 
of Glory than that of Wellon.' 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

BITTER MEDICINE. 

The hare and hounds ran some distance before 
they perceived that they were not pursued by 
the huntsman and that the horn had ceased to 
cheer them on. Then httle Piper, the cattle- 
jobber, clothed in the black ox-hide, stopped 
panting, turned, and said, * Where be the 
hunter to? I don't hear his horse nor his 
horn.' The dogs halted. They were boys 
and young men with blackened faces. Piper's 
face was also covered with soot. His appear- 
ance was diabolical, with the long ears on 
his head, his white eyes peering about from 
under them, a bladder under his chin, and the 
black hide enveloping him. According to the 
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traditional usage on such occasions, the hunt 
ends with the stag or hare, one or the other, 
being fagged out, and thrown at the door of the 
house whose inmates' conduct has occasioned 
the stag or hare hunt. Then the hunter stands 
astride over the animal, if a stag, and with a 
knife shts the bladder that is distended with 
bullock's blood, and which is thus poured out 
before the offender's door. If, however, the 
hunt be that of a hare the pretence is — or was 
— made of knocking it on the head. It may 
seem incredible to our readers that such savage 
proceedings should still survive in our midst, yet 
it is so, and they will not be readily abolished.^ 
Not suspecting anything, the hare and the 
pack turned and ran back along the road they 

^ The author once tore down with his own hands the 
following bill affixed to a wall at four cross roads : — 

' Notice ! — On Thursday night the Red Hxuh^er's 

PACK OF STAG HOUNDS WILL MEET AT . . . InN, AND WILL 
RUN TO GROUND A FAMOUS STAG. GENTLEMEN ARE REQUESTED 
TO ATTEND.' 

The police were communicated with, but were unable to 
interfere as no breach of the peace was committed. 
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had traversed, yelping, shouting, hooting, blow- 
ing through their half-closed hands, leaping, 
some lads riding on the backs of others, one in 
a white female ragged gown running about and 
before the hare, flapping the arms and hooting 
like an owl. 

Would Taverner Langford come forth, 
worked to fury by the insult ? Several were armed 
with sticks in the event of an affray with him 
and his men. Would he hide behind a hedsre 
and fire at them out of his trumpet-mouthed 
blunderbuss that hung over the kitchen mantel- 
piece in Langford ? If he did that, they had 
legs and could run beyond range. They did 
not know that he was away at Holsworthy. 
The road to that town lay over the back of 
Broadbury and passed not another house in 
the parish. 

The wild chase swept over the moor, past 
Wellon's Cairn, past Langford, then turned 
and went back again. 

Til tell you what it be,' said Piper, halting 
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and confronting his pursuers. ' Larry Nans- 
pian have thought better of it, and gone home. 
T'es his uncle, you know, we'm making game 
of, and p'raps he's 'shamed to go on in it.' 

' He should have thought of that before,' 
said one of the dogs. ' Us ain't a going to 
have our hunt spoiled for the lack of a 
hunter.' 

' Why didn't he say so in proper time ? ' 
argued a second. 

' Heigh ! there's his horse ! ' shouted a 
third, and ran over the moor towards the pie- 
bald, which, having recovered from its alarm, 
was quietly browsing on the sweet, fine moor 
grass. 

' Sure eneaf it be,' said Piper ; ' then 
Larry can't be far off.' 
Another shout. 

'He's been thrown. He is lying here by 
the roadside.' 

Then there was a rush of the pack to the 
spot indicated, and in a moment the insensible 
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lad was in the arms of Piper, surrounded by 
an eager throng. 

* Get along, you fellows,' shouted the hare, 
' you'll give him no breathing room.' 

' Ah ! and where'U he think himself, I 
wonder, when he opens his eyes and sees he is 
in the hands of one with black face and lon^ 
ears, and tail and hairy body ? I reckon he 
won't suppose he's in Abraham's bosom.' 

'What'll he take you for either, in your 
black faces ? ' retorted Piper. ' Not angels of 
light, sure-ly.' Then old Crout hobbled up. 
He had followed far in the rear, as best he 
could with his lame leg and stick. 

'What be the matter, now?' he asked. 

* What, Larry Nanspian throwed ? Some o* 

you lads run for a gate. Us mun' carry 'n 

home on that. There may be bones abroke, 

mussy knows.' 

'I reckon we can't take 'n into Lanor- 

ford,' suggested Sam Voaden. 

' Likely, eh ? ' sneered Piper. * You Sam, 

VOL. !!.• I 
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get a gate for the lad. He must be carried 
home at once, and send for a doctor.' 

He was obeyed; and in a few minutes a 
procession was formed, conveying Larry from 
the moor. 

*He groaned as we lifted 'n,' said Sam 
Voaden. 

' So he's got life in him yet.' 

' His hand ain't cold, what I may coll dead 
cold,' said another. 

'You go for'ard. Piper,' said Tom Crout, 
* that he mayn't see you and be frightened if 
he do open his eyes.' 

Then the cattle-jobber walked first, holding 
the long cow's tail over his arm, lest those who 
followed should tread on it and be tripped up. 
Sam Voaden and three other young men 
raised the gate on their shoulders, and walked 
easily under it. Behind came the hounds, 
carefiil not to present their blackened faces to 
the opening eyes of their unconscious friend ; 
and, lastly, Tom Crout mounted on the piebald. 
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One of the boys had found the lioni, and un- 
able to resist the temptation to try his breath 
on it, blew a faint blast. 

' Shut up, will you ? ' shouted Piper, turn- 
ing. ' Who is that braying .^ You'll be making 
Larry fancy he hears the last trump, and he'll 
iump off the gate and hurt himself again.' 

Larry Nanspian had not broken his neck 
nor fractured his skull. He was much bruised, 
strained, and his right arm and collar-bone 
were broken. His insensibiUty proceeded from 
concussion of the brain ; but even this was not 
serious, for he gradually recovered his con- 
sciousness as he was being carried homewards. 
Too dazed at first to know where he was, 
what had happened, and how he came to be 
out and lying on a gate, he did not speak or 

■ 

stir. Indeed, he felt unwilling to make an 
effort, a sense of exhaustion overmastered him, 
and every movement caused him pain. He 
lay with his face to the night sky, watching 
the dark cloud, listening to the voices of his 
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bearers, and picking with the fingers of his left 
hand at a mossy gate ba» under him. At first 
he did not hear what words were passing about 
hira, he was aware only of voices speaking: 
the first connected sentence he was able to 
follow was this : — 

''T would be a bad job if Larry were 
killed.' 

'Bad job for him, yes,' was the reply. 
* What do y' mean by that ? ' asked Sam 
Voaden. He recognised Sam's voice at once, 
and he felt the movement of Sam's shoulder 
tilting the fore end of the gate as he turned his 
head to ask the question. 

' 0, I mean naught but what everyone says. 
A bad job for any chap to die ; but I don't 
reckon the loss would be great to Chimsworthy. 
Some chance, then, of the farm going to proper 
hands. Larry ain't much, and never will be, 
but for larks and big talk. I say that Chims- 
worthy is a disgrace to the parish ; and what 
is more there is sure to be a smash there unless 
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there comes an alteration. Alteration there 
would never be under Larry.' 

'I've heard tell that the old man has 
borrowed a sight of money from Taverner 
Langford, and now he's bound to pay it off, 
and can't do it.' 

' Not Uke to, the waj" he's gone on ; sowing 
brag brings brambles.' 

* You see,' said Voaden, ' they always 
reckoned on getting Langford, some day, when 
the old fellow died.' 

'And what a mighty big fool Larry is to 
aggravate his uncle. Listead of keeping good 
terms with the old gentleman he gbes out o' his 
road to offend him.' 

' I say it's regular un-decent his being out 
to-night hunting the hare before his own uncle's 
door.' 

'I say so, too. It weren't my place to 
say naught, but I thought it, and so did every 
proper chap.' 

' It is an ill bird that fouls its own nest' 
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'Does his father know what's he's been 
after ? ' 

' No, of course not ; old Nanspian would ha' 
taken ^ stick to his back, if he'd heard he was 
in for such things.' 

' I know that however bad an uncle might 
use me, I'd never have nothing to do with a 
hare hunt that concerned him — ^no, nor an aunt 
neither.' 

' Larry was always a sort of a giddy chap.' 

' He's a bit o' a fool, or he wouldn't have 
come into this.' 

' Maybe this will shake what little sense he 
has out of his head.' 

' I'll tell y' what. If Larry had been in the 
army — he'd have turned out as great a black- 
guard as Charles Luxmore.' 

* The girls have spoiled Larry, they make so 
much of him.' 

' Make much of him ! They like to make 
sport of him, but there's not one of them cares 
a farthing for him, not if they've any sense. 



BITTER MEDICINE 119 

They know fast enough what Chimsworthy and 
idleness are coming too. Why, there was Kate 
Luxmore. Everyone thought she and Larry 
were keeping company and would make a pair ; 
but this evening, you saw, directly she had a 
chance of Sam, she shook him off, and quite 
right too/ 

' Never mind me and Kate,' said Sam, turn- 
ing his head again. 

' But us do mind, and us think as Kate be a 
sensible maiden, and us thought her a fool 
before to take up wi' Larry Nanspian.' 

This conversation was not pleasant for the 
young man laid on the gate to hear, and it took 
from him the desire to speak and allow his 
bearers to know he was awake, and had lieard 
their criticism on his character and conduct. 
The judgment passed on him was not altogether 
just, but there was sufficient justice in it to 
humble him. Yes, he had acted most impro- 
perly in allowing himself to be drawn into 
taking part in the hare hunt. No — he was not, 
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he could never have become such a blackguard 
as Charles Luxmore. 

' Halt ! ' commanded Piper, and the convoy 
stood still. 

*We can't go hke this to Chimsworthy/ 
said the little cattle-jobber ; ' it'll give the old 
man another stroke. Let us stop at the Lux- 
mores' cottage, and wash our faces, and put off 
these things, and send on word that we're com- 
ing ; the old fellow mustn't be dropt down on 
wi' bad news too sudden.' 

' Eight ! Honor shall be sent on to break 
the news.' 

Honor ! Larry felt the blood mount to his 
brow. She had herself dissuaded him from 
having anything to do with this wretched affair 
which had ended so disastrously to himself, and 
when Kate advised him to keep away from it 
because Honor disapproved, he had sent her an 
insolent defiance. Now he was to be laid 
before her door, bruised and broken, because he 
had disobeyed her warning. He tried to lift 
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himself to protest — but sank back. No — he 
thought — it serves me right. 

The party descended the rough lane from 
Broadbury, and had to move more slowly and 
with greater precaution. The bearers had to 
look to their steps and talk less. Larry 's 
thoughts turned to Honor. Now he had found 
out how true were her words. What she had 
said to him gently, was said now roughly, 
woundingly. She had but spoken to him the 
wholesome truth which was patent to everyone 
but himself, but she had spoken it so as to in- 
flict no pain. She had tried to humble him, but 
with so pitiful a hand, that he could have 
kissed the hand, and asked it to continue its 
work. But he had not taken her advice, he 
had not learned her lesson, and he was now 
called to sufier the consequences. Those nights 
spent beside Honor under the clear night sky — 
how happy they had been ! How her influence 
had fallen over him like dew, and he had felt 
that it was well with him to his heart's core. 



122 RED SPIDER 

How utterly different she was from the other 
girls of Bratton. They flattered him. She re- 
buked him. They pressed their attentions on 
him. She shrank from his notice. He could 
recall all she had said. Her woixis stood out in 
his recollection like the stars in the night hea- 
vens — but he had not directed his course by 
them. 

Now, as the young men carried him down 
the lane, he knew every tree he passed, and that 
he was nearing Honor, step by step. He de- 
sired to see her, yet feared her reproachful eye. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

AFTER SWEETNESS. 

Oliver Luxmore had returned home before 
Kate came from the dance, and had eaten his 
supper, and gone to bed. Her father had been 
a cause of distress to Honor of late. He said, 
indeed, no more about Taverner's suit, but he 
could not forget it, and he was continually 
grumbling over the difficulties of his position, 
his poverty, the hardships of his having to be a 
carrier, when he ought to be a gentleman, and 
might be a squire if certain persons would put 
out a little finger to help him to his rights. 

His careless good humour had given place 
to peevish discontent. By nature he was kind 
and considerate, but his disappointment had, at 
least temporarily, embittered his mood. He 
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threw out oblique reproaches which hurt Honor, 
for she felt that they were aimed at her. He 
complained that times were altered, children 
were wthout filial affection, they begrudged their 
parents the repose that was their due in the 
evening of their days. He was getting on in 
years, and was forced to slave for the support 
of a family, when his family — at least the elder 
of tliem — ought to be maintaining him. He 
wished that the Thrustle were as deep as tlie 
Tamar, and he would throw himself in and so 
end his sorrows. His children — his ungrateful 
children — must not be surprised if some day he 
did not return. There was no saying, on occa- 
sions, when a waterspout broke, the Thrustle 
was so full of water that a man might drown 
himself in it. 

In vain did Honor attempt to turn his 
thoughts into pleasanter channels. He found a 
morbid pleasure in being absorbed in the con- 
templation of his sores. He became churlish 
towards Honor and refused to be cheered. She 
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"had fine speeches on her tongue, but he was a 
man who preferred deeds to words. A girl of 
words and not of deeds was like a garden full 
of weeds. When the weeds began to grow, hke 
the heavens thick with snow, when the snow 
began to fall — and so on — and so on — ^he had 
forgotten the rest of the jingle. 

Now for the first time, dimly, was Honor 
conscious of a moral resemblance between' her 
father and Charles. What Charles had become, 
her father might become. The elements of 
character were in germ in him that had deve- 
loped in the son. As likenesses in a family come 
out at unexpected moments, that had never 
before been noticed, so was it with the psychical 
features of these two. Honor saw Charles in 
her father, and the sight distressed her. 

OUver Luxmore did not venture to say out 
openly what he desired, but his hints, his 
insinuations, his grumblings, were significant; 
they pierced as barbed steel, they bruised as 
blows. Till recently, Oliver had recognised 
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his daughter's moral superiority, and had sub- 
mitted. Now his eye was jaundiced. He 
thought her steadfastness of purpose to be 
doggedness, her resistance to his wishes to be 
the result of self-will, and his respect for her 
faded. 

Although Honor made no complaint, no 
defence, she suffered acutely. She had sur- 
rendered Larry because her duty tied her to 
the home that needed her; Was it necessary 
for her to make a further sacrifice — a supreme 
sacrifice for the sake of her father ? She had 
no faith in the verbal promises of Taverner 
Langford, to stand by and assist her brothers 
and sisters, but it was in her power to exact 
from him a written undertaking which he 
would be unable to shake off. Suppose she 
were to marry Langford — what then .^ Then — 
the dark cloud would lift and roll away. 
There would be no more struggle to make 
both ends meet, no more patching and darniiQg 
of old clothes, no more limiting of the amount 
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^^ bread dealt out to each child. Her father's 
^^^per would mend. He would recover his 
Mndly humour, and play with the little ones, 
8lnd joke with the neighbours, and be affection- 
ate towards her. There would be no more 
need for him to travel with a waggon in all 
weathers to market, but he would spend his 
last years in comfort, caral for by his children, 
instead of exhausting himself for them . 

However bright such a prospect might 
appear. Honor could not reconcile herself to it. 
Her feminine instincts revolted against the 
price she must pay to obtain it. 

That evening Oliver Luxmore ate his supper 
in sulky silence, and went to bed without 
wishing Honor a good night. When Kate 
arrived, she found her sister in tears. 

' Honor ! ' exclaimed the eager, lively girl, 
* what IB the matter ? You have been crying 
— because you could not go to the dance.' 

' No, dear Kate, not at all.' 

'Honor! what is the meaning of this? 



128 RED SPIDER 

Marianne Spry tells me she saw the silk 
kerchief you gave me before to-day.' 

' Well, why not ? ' 

' But, Honor, I do not understand, Mrs. 
Spry says that Larry bought it — bought it at 
Tavistock after he had killed the dog that 
worried our lambs — after he had got the 
guinea, and she believes he bought it with that 
money.' 

' Well, Kate ! ' Honor stooped over her 
needlework. 

' Well, Honor ! ' — KatQ paused and looked 
hard at her. ' How is it that Larry bought it, 
and you had it in your chest ? That is what I 
want to know.' 

' Larry gave it me.' 

' Oh — ho ! He gave it you ! ' 

' Yes, I sat up with him when he was 
watching for the lamb-killer ; he is grateful for 
that trifling trouble I took.' 

' But, Honor ! Marianne Spry said that she 
and others chaffed Larry in the van about the 
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kerchief he had bought for me — and it was not 
for me.' 

Honor said nothing ; she worked very dili- 
gently with her fingers by the poor light of the 
tallow candle on the table. Kate stooped to 
get sight of her face, and saw that her cheek 
was red. 

' Honor, dear ! The kerchief was not for 
me. Why did you make me wear it ? ' 

' Because, Kate — because you are the right 
person to wear his present.' 

' I — ^why I ? ' asked Kate impetuously. 

Honor looked up, looked steadfastly into 
her sister's eyes. 

' Because Larry loves you, and you love 
him.' 

' I can answer for myself that I do not,' 
said Kate vehemently. ' And I don't fancy he 
is much in love with me. No, Honor, he was 
in a queer mood this evening, and what made 
him queer was that you were not in the bam, 
and had decked me out in the kerchief he gave 
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you to wear. I could not make it out at the 
time, but now I see it all.' Then Kate laughed 
gaily. ' I don't suppose you care very much 
for him, he's a Merry Andrew and a scatter- 
brain, but I do believe he has a liking for you, 
Honor, and I believe there is no one in the 
world could make a fine good man of Larry 
but you.' Then the impulsive girl threw her 
arms round her sister. ' There ! ' she ex- 
claimed, 'I'm glad you don't care for Larry, 
because he is not worthy of you — no, there's 
not a lad that is — except, maybe Samuel 
Voaden, and him I won't spare even to you.' 

' Oh, Kate ! ' 

So the sisters sat on, and the generous, 
-warm-hearted Kate told all her secret to her 
sister. 

When girls • talk of the affairs of the heart, 
time flies with them. Their father and brothers 
and sisters were asleep, and they sat on late. 
Kate was happy to confide in her sister. 

All at once Kate started, and held her finger 
to her ear. 
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' I hear something. Honor, what is it ? 
I hope these hare-hunters be not coming this 
way.' 

She had not told Honor Larry's message. 

' I hear feet/ answered the elder. ' Do not 
go to the door, Kate. It is very late.' 

The tramp of feet ceased, the two girls with 
beating hearts heard steps ascend to their door, 
then a rap at it. Honor went at once to open. 
Kate hung back. She suspected the hare- 
hunters, but was afraid of the black faces, and 
she could not understand the halt and summons. 

' Don't y' be frightened. Honor,' said a voice 
through the door, ' us want y' out here a bit, if 
you don't mind.' Honor unbolted, and the 
blackfaced, white-eyed, long-eared, skin-clothed 
Piper stood before her, holding the black cow 
tail in his hand. 

' Don't y' be scared. I'm only the hare. I 
won't touch a hair of your head.' 

' What do you want, Mr. Piper ? ' asked 
Honor without trepidation. 

K 2 
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* Well, it is this. There's been an accident, 
and Master Larry Nanspian hev fallen on his 
head oflf his horse and hiirted himself bad.' 

Honor began to tremble, and caught the 
door with one hand and the door-post with the 
other. 

* Now do y' take it easy. He ain't dead, 
only hurt. Us don't want to go right on end 
carrying him into Chimsworthy, all of us dressed 
as we are. First place, it might frighten 
Master Nanspian, second place, he mightn't like 
the larks Larry has been on. So us thought if 
you would let us clean our faces, and take off 
our skins and other things, and cut the green coat 
off the back of Larry, here ; and then, you'd be 
so good as run on to Chimsworthy and prepare 
the old gentleman, you'd be — well, you'd be 
yourself — I couldn't put it better.' 

Honor had recovered her composure. 
' I will do what you wish,' she said, and her 
voice was firm, though low. 

' You see,' Piper went on. ' It's a bit 
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ockerd like ; I reckon the old man wouldn't be 
satisfied that Lairy were mixed up in a hare- 
hunt that made game of Tavemer Langford, his 
own wife's brother ; and I don't say that Larry 
acted right in being in it. Howsomever, he 
has been, and is now the worse for it. Will 
you please to bring the candle and let us see 
how bad he be.' 

Honor took the tin candlestick with the 
tallow dip, and descended the steps, holding it. 

The four bearers set the gate upon the 
ground, and Honor held the candle aloft that 
the light might fall on Larry. But a soft wind 
was blowing, and it drove the flame on one 
side, making the long wick glow and then 
canying it away in sparks. 

' Mr. Piper, go into the cottage and ask my 
sister Kate to give you my scissors. I will 
remove the coat. Go all of you, either to 
the well a few steps down the lane, or into our 
kitchen, and wait. Kate will give you towel 
and soap. Leave me with Larry. I must deal 
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very gently with him, and I had rather you 
were none of you by.' 

• You're right/ said Piper. ' Us had better 
have white faces and get clear of horses and 
other gear before he sees us.' 

' We must be quick,' said Sam Voaden. 
' Larry must be got home as fast as may be/ 

Then they ran, some to the well in the 
bank, some — Sam, of course — ^into the cottage, 
an<i left Honor for a moment or two beside the 
prostrate man, kneeling, holding the guttering 
candle with one hand, and screening the flame 
from the wind with the other. 

Then Larry opened his eyes, and looked 
long and earnestly into her face. He said 
nothing. He did not stir a finger ; but his eyes 
spoke. 

'Larry I' she breathed. Her heart spoke 
in her voice, ' Larry, are you much hurt ? ' 

He shghtly moved his head. 

' Much, Larry ? where ? ' 

* In my pride. Honor,' he answered. 



^ 
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She looked at him with surprise : at first 
hardly comprehending his meaning. 

Then Kate came down the steps with the 
scissors. 

' Honor I How dreadful I I told him not 
to go ! I told him you disapproved I And now 
he is punished. Honor ! is he badly injured ? 
HeisnotkiUed?* 

' No, Kate, he is not killed. How far hurt 
I cannot tell. Larry! you must let me move 
you. I may hurt you a little ' , 

' You cannot hurt me,' he said. ' I have hurt 
myself.' 

* Honor ! ' exclaimed Kate. ' If he can 
speak he is not so bad. Shall I help ^ ' 

' No, Kate,' answered Honor, ' go back to 
the cottage and give the young men what they 
want to clean their faces; those at the well 
also. I can manage Larry by myself.' 

She stooped over him. 

' Larry I you must let me raise you a little 
bit. Tell me truly, are any bones broken .^ ' 
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'I do not know, Honor. I feel as if I 
could not move. I am full of pain, fiiU in all 
my limbs, but most full in my heart.' 

She began to cut up the seams of the sleeves. 

' I cannot move my right arm,' he said. ' I 
suppose there is some breakage there.' 

' Yes,' she said gravely, ' I can feel a bone 
is broken.' 

' K that be all it does not matter,' be said 
more cheerfully, 'but I want to say to you, 
Honor, something whilst no one is by.' 

' What is it ? ' 

' I have done very wrong in many ways. I 
have been a fool, and I shall never be any- 
thing else unless you ' 

'Never mind that now,' she hastily inter- 
rupted him. ' We must think only at present 
of your aching joints and broken bones.' 

Then Oliver Luxmore's voice was heard 
calling, and asking what was the matter ? Who 
were in the house ? He had been roused from 
his sleep and was alarmed. Kate ran up the 
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stairs to pacify him, and when he knew the 
circumstances he hastily dressed. 

An altercation broke out at the well. There 
was not room for all to get at the water. One 
came running up with streaming face to Honor, 
'Am I clean?' he asked. 'How is Larry? 
Not so bad hurt after all, is he?' Then he 
went up the steps into the cottage to consult 
his fellows as to the condition of his face, and 
to wipe it. 

Honor removed the coat in pieces. 

'Thank you,' said Larry. 'The candle is 
out?' 

' Yes, the wind has made it out (extinguished 
it).' 

* My left hand is sound. Come on that side.' 

She did as he asked. 

' And this,' he said, ' is the side where my 
heart is. Honor, I'm very sorry I did not 
follow your advice. I am sorry now for many 
things. I want you to forgive me.' 

' I have nothing to forgive.' 
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'Lean over me. I want to whisper. I 
don't want the fellows to hear.' 

She stooped with her face near his. Then 
he raised hie uninjured arm, put it round her 
neck, and drew her cheek to his lips, and kissed 
her. 'Honor! dear Honor! I love no one! 
no one in the world but you ! And I love you 
more than words can say.' 

Did she kiss him .^ She did not know her- 
self. A hght, then a darkness, were before her 
eyes. What time passed then ? A second or 
a century? She did not know. A sudden 
widening of the world to infinity, a loss of all 
limitations — time, space — an unconsciousness of 
distinction, joy, pain, day, night, a loss of 
identity — was it she herself, or another ^ 

Then a wakening as from a trance, with 
tingling veins, and dazed eyes, and whirling 
brain, and fluttering heart, and voice uncon- 
trolled, as from the cottage door, down the 
steps, and from the well, up the lane came 
simultaneously the rabble of boys and men. 
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'Well, ho^ is he ? ' ' Have you got the 
coat off? ' ' Can he speak ? ' ' Any bones 
broke?' 

Honor could not answer the questions ; she 
heard them, but had no voice wherewith to 
speak. 

' Eaise the gate again,' said Piper. ' Sam, 
are you ready ? Why are you behind ? We 
must get on.' 

' Honor,' said Larry in a low voice, ' walk 
by the side of me. Hold my hand.' 

' He is better,' said one of the young men ; 
' he can speak. He knows Honor.' 

* Yes, he is better,' she said, ' but he has his 
right arm broken, and he is much shaken and 
bruised. Let me walk beside him, I can stay 
the gate and ease him as you carry him over 
the ruts and stones.' So she walked at his side 
with her hand in his. In a few minutes the 
party had arrived at the granite gates of 
Chimsworthy. 

' Stay here,' ordered Piper. ' Now, Honor 
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Luxmore, will you go on up the avenue and 
tell the old gentleman ? Us'll come after with 
Master Larry in ten minutes/ 

'I wiU go/ said Honor, disengaging her 
hand. 

' How are you now ? ' asked Piper, coming 
up to the young man. 

* Better/ he said, * better than ever before.' 
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CHAPTEE XXVin. 



A FIRST STEP. 



For the next two days and nights Larry was in 
great pain. His arm and collar-bone had been 
set, but strains are more painful than breakages, 
and the young fellow in his fall had managed 
to bruise and sprain his muscles as well as ifrac- 
ture his bones. He could not sleep ; he could 
not move in bed ; every turn, even the slightest, 
caused him agony. The doctor enjoined per- 
fect rest. Through the two long sleepless 
nights his mind was active, and the train of 
thought that had begun as he was being carried 
from Broadbury continued to move in his brain. 
What different nights were these to those spent 
by him on the bench with Honor ! He con- 
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sidered what she had said to him, and he knew 
that what she had said was right. How care- 
less of his best interests he had been ! How re- 
gardless of his duties ! How neglectful of his 
proper self-respect ! Of course she was right. 
His father never had properly managed the 
farm, and since his stroke he had paid it less 
attention than before. He, the son and heir, 
ought to have devoted himself to the work of 
the farm, and made that his main object, not 
to amuse himself. 

His father came up to his room several 
times a day to enquire how he was. 

' There's Physick coming here,' said the old 
man, ' and I want you to use your hand when 
he comes.' 

' I have only my left.' 

' Well, the left must do. If you can't sign 
your name, you can make a cross and that will 
suffice.' 

' What do you want me to sign, father ? ' 

'The mortgage. Physick will find the 
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money, and then we shall pay off Taverner 
Langford, and have done/ 

Larry aghed. He remembered what 
Honor had said. He was helping to burden, 
not to relieve, the property. 

'Can't it be helped, father? Td rather 
not, if the money could be raised any other 
way/ 

* But that is impossible without a sale.' 

'Why did Uncle Taverner lend the 
money ? ' 

' We were behind in a score of things.' 

' Is it all gone, father ? ' 

' Gone ! of course it is. Now Fm wanting 
more, and I must raise double what Taverner 
lends me, half to pay him off, and half to meet 
present demands.' 

' How is this ? ' 

\ Bad times. Things will come round some 
day.' 

' How long have they been bad ? ' 

'Ever since your mother died. That was 
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a bad day for us.' The old man sat rubbing 
his chin. 'The next bad day was when I 
quarrelled with Taverner, or rather, when 
Tavemer quarrelled with me. 'Tis a pity. I 
made up his orchard with my new grafts ; and 
a more beautiful lot of apple-trees are not to be 
seen — and he for to cut them. Shameful.' 

' What was the quarrel about, father ? ' 

'I've told you afore. A red spider. 
Taverner tried to sloke (draw) her away, when 
she was running straight as a line into my 
pocket. But I reckon he can't keep you for 
ever out of Langford. He may live for ten 
or twelve years out of wicked spite, but he is 
not immortal, and Langford will come to you in 
the end. Then you can clear off the mortgages. 
— I reckon I shall be gone then.' 

' Don't say that, father.' 

'I know I shall. When Tavemer sloked 
that spider away he carried off my health, and 
I were took with the stroke immediately. I've 
not been myself since.' He continued rubbing 
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his chin. * And now comes this mortgage, and 
you laid up in bed as you never was before. 
It all comes o' sloking away the spider/ 

* Father/ gaid Larty earnestly, but timor- 
ously : * I wish you would let me bring another 
here/ 

' Another what ? ' 

* Eed Spider/ 

' What do you mean ? ' 

* Honor Luxmore/ 

The old man looked puzzled, then gradu- 
ally an idea of his son's meaning crept into his 
head. 

' I thought,' said he slowly, ' I thought it 
was t'other maid/ 

'No, dear father, I love Honor. Let me 
bring her here, let her be my wife, and I'm 
sure she will bring luck to this house.' 

Hillary senior continued rubbing his chin. 
* Her mayn't have money,' he mused, * but 
her's good up and down the backbone ; as a 
money-spinner is all redness and naught else, 
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SO is Honor all goodness and not a speck of 
black in her/ 

' It is so indeed, father.' 
' I'm better pleased than if it were Kate.' 
' I never really thought of Kate.' 
'Well, you was sly about it then. All 
folks said that Kate had stolen your fancy. 
Well now, Honor mayn't be a money-bringer, 
I reckon she's got nothing — Oliver be poor as 
rushy land — ^but she may spin it. There's no 
saying.' 

* Say yes, father.' 

'Her's a red spider that Taverner won't 
try to sloke away,' chuckled old Nanspian. 
Then he continued musing. He was an altered 
man of late, not ready with his thoughts, quick 
of motion, lively of tongue as before. He took 
time to come to a decision, and drifted in his 
ideas from one matter to another. ' Things 
haven't gone quite right since Blandina died, they 
haven't — though I don't allow that to others. 
I've had five years of wool beamed (laid) up. 
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I said rd not sell with wool so low, and it has 
been sorry down ever since, and now it's risen 
a penny and I tried to sell — the worm is in it 
and the staple is spoiled, and it won't fetch any 
price. Then there be the maidens. They've 
let the thunder, get into the milk and turn it 
sour, and wasted the Lord knows how much 
butter, because they were lazy and wouldn't 
leave their beds in time at five o'clock, and 
make before the sun is hot. If you'd a good 
wife, her'd mend all that. And Honor ! well, 
no one has other than a good word for her. 
I'm main pleased wi' your choice, Larry. 
Yes, I be.' 

' Oh, father ! Thank you ! thank you ! ' 
'It's not for me to go into the maidens' 
room and rake them out of bed at half-past 
three in the mornings. I put it to you, Larry. 
Folks would say it was ondecent. And if I 
don't, the butter ain't made, the thunder gets in 
the pans, and I lose many pounds. I reckon 
Honor Luxmore would do that. I've been 

L 2 
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racking my brains as you rack cider, how to get 
over the difficulty, and it was all dark before 
me, but now I see daylight at last. Honor 
will rake the maids out o' their beds, and I 
needn't interfere. You'll be quick about it, 
won't you, Larry, before the blazing hot 
summer weather sets in, with thunder in the 
air, and spoils the milk.' 

He passed his hand through his grey hair. 
'I had a bell put up in their bedroom, and a 
wire brought along to mine, and a handle nigh 
my bed, that I might ring them up in the 
mornings early. It cost me nigh on thirty 
shillings did that bell. The hanger had to 
come all the way from Tavistock, and it took 
him two days to put up, and there were a lot of 
cranks to it. Well, it was just so much money 
thrown away. What do y' think the maidens 
contrived ? Why, they stuffed an old worsted 
stocking into the bell and tied it round the 
clapper; I might pull the rope as if I were 
pealing a triple bob major, and not a sound 
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came out of the bell, because of the stocking. 
Well, I wouldn't go into the maidens' room 
and see what was the matter, and so I sent to 
Tavistock for the bell-hanger out again, and he 
charged me three shillings for himself, and half- 
a-crown for his man, and ten shillings for the 
hire of a trap, and all he did was to remove the 
stocking. Next night the maidens tied up the 
clapper with the fellow stocking. If Honor were 
here she'd put all that to rights, wouldn't she ? ' 

' I'm sure of it, father.' 

' You be sharp and get well,' continued the 
old man, ' then we'll have it all over, and save 
pounds of butter.' He stood up. * I mustn't 
shake hands wi' you, Larry, but I'm main 
pleased. Honor's good through and through 
as a money-spinner is scarlet.' 

Larry was fain to smile, in spite of his 
pain. This was hke his father. The old man 
went on vehemently, hotly for some new fancy, 
and in a few weeks tired of it, and did nothing 
more about it. 
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Next day Physick the lawyer came, and 
brought the mortgage and the money. The 
signatures were appended, a cross for Larry, 
and the money received. 

' Now,' said the old man, ' I'd like you, Mr. 
Physick, to go over to Langford and pay the 
sum I owe to my brother-in-law. I can't go 
myself. He's spoken that insolent to me, and 
that too before the whole of Coryndon's Charity, 
that I can never set foot over his drexil (thres- 
hold) again. So I'd wish you to go for me, 
and bring me my note of hand back all square.' 

'I will go as well,' said Larry, who was 
up, able to walk about, but without his jacket, 
because of his bandaged bones and arm strapped 
back. 

' You ! ' exclaimed his father. ' Why should 
you go ? ' 

' I wish it,' answered the lad. ' 111 tell 
you the reason after.' 

' You'd better not go out yet.' 

'Why not? Mr. Physick will drive me 
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there and back in his gig. I shall not be 
shaken. The gig has springs.' 

*I reckon there's a certain cottage the 
rogue will want to get out at on the way. 
Don't let him, Mr. Physick, or he won't be 
home for hours.' 

Although the gig had springs Larry suffered 
in it, and was glad to descend with Mr. Physick 
at Langford. 

Tavemer Langford had returned home but 
an hour before; he had been to the fair at 
Holsworthy, and thence had gone into Bide- 
ford about a contract for young bullocks. He 
had just finished his dinner of bread and cheese, 
washed down with water, when Mrs. Veale 
opened the parlour door, and without a word 
showed in Mr. Physick and Larry. 

Langford greeted the lawyer with a nod. 
* Please to take a chair.' He stared at Hillary 
with surprise, and said nothing to him. 

' We've come to pay you the loan you 
called in,' said Physick. 
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* Eight,' answered Taverner, ' I was expect^ 
ing the money, though why ? — grapes of thorns 
and figs of thistles is against nature as well as 
Scripture/ Then he eyed his nephew furtively. 
He saw that he was looking pale and worn, 
that his arm was bandaged, and he was with- 
out a jacket. He saw that the lad moved 
stiffly when he walked. * You may sit down,' 
he said gruffly. Larry took the back of an 
armchair with his left hand and drew it to 
him, then slowly let himself down into it. 
All his movements, and the twitching of the 
muscles in his face, showed he was in pain. 
His uncle watched him and saw this, but he 
asked no questions. 

When the money had been counted, and 
the release handed over, and Physick had in- 
dulged in some desultory talk, and disparage- 
ment of water, which he saw that Tavemer 
was drinking, he rose to leave. Langford was 
not in a conversationable mood, his dark brows 
were knit. 
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Then Larry stood up, and came towards 
the table, against which he stayed himself with 
his hand. 

'I beg your pardon. Uncle Taverner,' he 
said in a voice somewhat tremulous, whilst 
colour came into and spotted his brow. 'I 
came here, though I thought you would not 
care to see me.' 

' I don't mind when I see your back,' inter- 
rupted Langford surlily, 'your father insulted 
me grossly.' 

' I have come. Uncle Taverner ' 

* Ah ! I suppose your father has sent you. 
He wants to patch up the quarrel; you may 
go back and tell him it is too late. I won't 
make it up. It is of no use. I have nothing 
to lose by estrangement. You and he are the 
losers, and that to a heavy amount, as you 
shall learn some day.' 

' I have not come with any message from 
my father.' 

* You've come for yourself, have you ? 
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You think that Langford would be a fine farm 
for the growth of wild oats? You shan't 
try it/ 

' I came here of my own accord,' said the 
young man. 'My father knows nothing of 
my purpose. I have come to tell you that I 
am very sorry for what I did, — ^what I did, I 
dare say you have not heard, as you have been 
away. You shall hear from me.' 

'What have you done? Some foolery, I 
warrant.' 

' Yes, uncle, something worse than foolery. 
The night you were away, and when we did 
not know but you were at Langford, there was 
a hare hunt before your doors.' 

' What ! ' almost screamed the old man. 

Physick was unable to restrain a laugh. 

' There was a hare hunt, and I was in it. 
I took a principal part. I was thrown from 
my horse, and picked up unconscious, and the 
thing came to an end, it went no further. I have 
been badly hurt. I might have been killed.' 
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' And pray how came that about ? ' asked 
the old man quivering with anger. ' A light 
firom heaven — struck you to the ground, like 
Saul when breathing out threatenings and 
slaughters against the Elect? And now 
you're a converted character, eh ? and so think 
I'll take you back into favour, and let you 
have Langford ? ' 

' No, uncle. I do not know quite what it 
was threw me down. Don't think me mad if 
I say it — ^but it seemed to me to be old Wellon 
rising from the cairn and rushing down on me, 
to strike me to the earth.' 

Langford looked at him with amazement. 

'I tell you just what happened. I was 
riding in the hunt— rmore shame to me — and 
I had the horn to my lips, and was just by the 
Gibbet Hill, when my piebald stood bolt still, 
And shivered with fear, and all at once there 
came a yellow light out of the barrow, and a 
great black figure with flapping clothes about 
it and I remember no more.' 
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Langford was like the rest of his class, full 
of belief in the supernatural, Larry spoke 
with such earnestness of tone, his face so fully- 
expressed his conviction, that the old man was 
awed. 

'I have broken my right arm and collar- 
bone. I have suflfered a great deal, I have not 
slept for three nights, and this is the first day 
I have been out of my bedroom. Uncle 
Taverner, I made up my mind the very first 
night, that I would come to you directly I was 
able, and tell you that I am ashamed of myself. 
When the fellows were carrying me away on a 
gate, and I woke up — then I knew I had done 
wrong. I was warned beforehand twice to 
have nothing to do with the hunt. I heard 
those who were carrying me say how bad I 
behaved in taking part in the game against my 
own uncle. There — uncle ! I'm very sorry, 
and I hope I'll never be such a fool and so 
wicked again.' 

Taverner's lips quivered, whether fi'om 
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suppressed rage, or from a rising better emo- 
tion, neither Physick nor Larry knew, for they 
left the room, whilst the old man stared after 
them with his dark brows contracted over his 
keen, twinkling eyes, and he sat motionless, 
and without speaking. 

Larry was some little while getting into 
the gig. Mrs. Veale stood on the doorsteps 
watching him. All at once they heard a cry 
from the inside of the house —a cry, whether 
of terror, or rage, or pain, could not be told. 

*What is it?' asked Physick. * What's 
the matter ? ' 

* It's master,' said Mrs. Veale ; ' something 
has disagreed with him, I reckon.' 
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CHAPTEE XXIX. 



A BLOW. 



Honor felt like one who has looked into the 
lightning. A glimpse of surpassing Ught, a 
vision into a heaven of fire, was succeeded by- 
darkness and numbness of mind. 

She was unable for some while to recover 
her mental and moral balance. The joy that 
had wrapped her soul as in flame had left a 
pain of fire. What had she done? What 
would come of this ? Must she go on or could 
she step back? The moment when Larry's 
Hps had met her cheek, and his words of love 
had rushed in at her ear and boiled through 
her veins, had been one in which her self- 
control had deserted her. 
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She thought over and over what had taken 
place. She felt his grasp of her hand, his arm 
about her neck, the pressure of his lips. What 
must follow on this ? She had not withdrawn 
herself from him at his touch. She could not 
have done so. The power of resistance had 
left her. But now, as her clear mind arranged 
duties and weighed them against passion, she 
was doubtful what to do. It was strange for 
her to feel need of advice, to be forced to ask 
another what to do, yet now she felt that she 
could not judge for herself ; but she also knew 
of no one who could advise her. There was 
nothing for her but to wait. Her simple faith 
raised her soul to God, and she prayed for a 
right judgment. She -would leave the future in 
His hands : events must decide her course for 
her. Of one thing she was clear in her view : 
her duty to her father and brothers and sisters 
— ^she must not desert them. Whether she must 
wholly surrender her happiness for them, or 
whether she could combine her duty with her 
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incKnation, she could not tell ; that Larry and 
the future must decide. 

She waited in patience. She knew that he 
would come to her as soon as he could. She 
heard daily from Chimsworthy how he was. 
Little Joe ran up and inquired. 

She saw him drive by with Mr. Physick. 
Whither was he going ? To Okehampton ? It 
was not the shoi1;est road. As he passed the 
cottage his face was turned towards it, and she 
saw his eyes looking for her, but the gig was 
not arrested. She was in the house, and had 
but a glimpse of him through the open door. 
Whether he had seen her or not she could not 
tell. 

Presently he returned. He must have been 
to Langford. She stood in the doorway, and 
their eyes met. He did not stay the horse ; he 
could not. He sat beside the lawyer, who was 
driving, and the broken right arm was near the 
reins. Physick was between him and Honor ; 
but Larry tmrned his head and looked at her 
/ 
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as the trap went by. How pale and thin he 
seemed ! What marks of suffering were on his 
face! The tears of pity came into Honor's 
eyes. 

* He will come and see me soon,' she said to 
herself. * May I have my strength to do what 
is right.' Then she seated herself at her work. 

Kate was in the house, lively as a finch. 
Honor was always reserved ; she was now more 
silent than usual. Kate's humour was unusually 
hvely. Her tongue moved as nimbly as her 
feet and fingers, her conversation sparkled, and 
her tones danced like her eyes. When she was 
not talking she was singing. She made her 
jokes and laughed over them herself, as Honor 
was in no laughing mood. 

Oddly enough, Sam Voaden was daily in 
the lane. He came round by the cottage from 
Swaddledown to ask at Chimsworthv after 
Larry ; he made two miles out of a journey 
that need not have been three-quarters across 
the fields. When Sam went by he whistled 

YOL. II. H 
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very loud, and then Kate found that the pitcher 
was empty and needed replenishing at the 
well ; on such occasions, moreover, the pitcher 
took a long time fiUing. Kate made no secret 
of her heart's affairs to her sister. It was in 
her nature to talk, and a girl in love likes no- 
thing better, when not with .her lover, than to 
talk about him. 

Honor put away her needlework and got 
the supper-table ready, and whilst she was 
putting the cold pasty on the table her fether 
walked in. He was going next day to Tavis- 
tock, and had been round for commissions. 

He was out of spirits, did not say much, 
wiped his face with his sleeve, and complained 
of the weather — ^it was sultry, he was tired. 
Some of his customers had been exacting and 
had worried him. ' The pasty is heavy ; it goes 
against me,' he grumbled. ' All well for young 
appetites.' 

' Shall I do you a bit of bacon, father ? ' 
asked Honor. 
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' Eich that,' he said discontentedly. ' Fm 
fanciful in my eating. I can't help it ; I'm 
too poor to have what would suit me. It is in 
my constitution. Those who have the consti- 
tutions of gentlefolk want the food of gentle- 
folk.' He took a little piece of pasty, but 
pushed it away. * It makes my throat rise ; 
look at that great hunch of suet in it, like a 
horse-tooth (quartz spar) in granite. I can't eat 
anything ; you may clear away.' 

Actually Ohver Luxmore had eaten supper 
at one of the farms ; that was why he had now 
no appetite ; but he made occasion of his having 
no relish for his food to grumble and make 
Honor uncomfortable. 

* The fog was a hunting this morning, so 
we've had a fine day for going nowhere, and it's 
gone a fishing this evening, to let me under- 
stand it will rain to-morrow when I go into 
Tavistock. It is always so. Eain on market 
days to spoil my custom and run away with 
profits.' 

H 2 
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In explanation of his words, it is necessary 
to say that, when the white fog mounts the 
hills it is said to go hunting, when it lies along 
the rivers it is said to be fishing, and these 
conditions of fog are weather indications. 

'I don't know what you call that,' said 
Oliver, pointing with his fork to a piece of 
meat in the pasty. * It looks to me as if it 
w€re a goat caterpillar got in. I suppose you 
found it crawling across the lane from one of 
the willow trees, and, because we're poor and 
can't afford meat, stuck it in.' 

' Father, it is wholesome ; it is nothing 

but a bit of pig-crackling. You know we 
were given a piece of young pork by Mrs. 
Voaden, the other day.' 

Then Oliver sprang to his feet, and Honor 
started back in surprise. 

Without a word of salutation, with white 
face, and glaring eyes, with hand extended and 
shaking, Taverner Langford came in at the 
door. 
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* There ! there ! ' he said, in a voice raised 
almost to a scream. *This is what comes of 
doing a favour. Now I am punished.' 

' What is the matter, Mr. Langford ? ' asked 
the carrier deferentially. 

*What is the matter? Everything is the 
matter,' he cried. He turned to Honor : * It 
is your doing, yours, yours.' 

' What have I done ? ' she asked, with com- 
posure. 

' You asked me to take him in ; the scoun- 
drel, the rogue.' 

' You cannot mean my brother Charles,' 
said Honor, with dignity ; ' or you would not 
speak thus under our roof to his father and 
sisters,' 

'Oh no, of course not, you don't like to 
hear it ; but that is what he is.' 

' What has Charles done ? ' asked Oliver in 
alarm. 

' Eobbed me ! ' shrieked Tavemer, with 
his whole body quivering, and with vehement 
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action of his hands. 'Eobbed me, and run 
away with my money.' 

He gasped for breath, his eyes glared, the 
sweat ran off his brow. He was without his 
hat, he had run bareheaded from Langford, 
and his grizzled hair was disordered. 

' He has robbed me of nigh on a thousand 
pounds, and he has gone away with the money. 
He took occasion of my being from home ; 
he has taken all — all — all I had laid by. I 
thought no one knew where was my bank. 
He must have watched me ; he found out ; he 
has taken the box and all its contents.' 

'Charles could not, would not, do such a 
thing,' said Honor, with heaving bosom ; she 
was more angry at the charge than alarmed. 

'Could not! would not! Where is he 
now? ' 

' I do not know. We have not seen him 
for several days.' 

' He has not been seen at Langford 
either. As soon as I was off to Holsworthy he 
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bolted. He knew he would have three days 
clear, perhaps more, for getting away with the 
money.' 

'It is impossible,' said Honor. * Charles 
may be idle, but he is not wicked.' 

'He has robbed me,' repeated Taverner 
vehemently. ' Do you want proof ? The five 
pound note.' 

Honor shuddered ; she had forgotten that. 

' Do you remember, Luxmore, you paid me 

a note of the Exeter and Plymouth Bank ? Do 
you remember that I took the number ? ' 

Oliver looked helplessly about the room, 
from Langford to Honor and Kate. 

*I ask you, whence you got that note? 
Come, answer me that ? You, Luxmore, who 
gave you that note ? ' 

* Charles,' moaned the carrier, and covered 
his face with his hands, as he threw himself 
into a chair. 

' I thought as much. Let me tell you that 
that note had been abstracted from my box. 
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I had the hst of all the notes in it, but I did 
not go over them till I found that I had been 
robbed. Here is the note. I did not restore 
it to the box. I kept it in my pocket-book. 
I can swear — I have my entries to prove it — 
that it had been stolen from me. When I 
found Charles was gone, I thought it must have 
been he who had robbed me. When I saw 
the number of the note agreed with one I had 
put into the box a month ago, then I knew it 
must be he. You brought me the note, and he 
is your son.' 

Kate burst into tears and wrung her hands. 

Honor saw the faces of the children 
frightened, inclined for tears ; she sent them all 
upstairs to their bedrooms. 

Oliver sat at the table with his forehead in 
his hands, and his fingers in his hair. 

None spoke. Langford looked at the 
carrier, then at Honor. Kate threw herself 
into the chair by the window and wept aloud. 
Honor stood in the middle of the room, with 
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her head bent ; she was deadly pale, she dared 
not raise her eyes. 

' What vdll you do ? ' she asked in a low 
tone. 

* Do ! ' exclaimed Taverner ; * Oh, that is 
soon answered. I send at once to Tavistock, 
Launceston, and Okehampton, and communi- 
cate with the proper authorities and have him 
arrested. There are magistrates, and con- 
stables, and laws, and prisons in England, for 
the detention and chastisement of thieves and 
burglars.' 

Oliver moaned. 'I cannot bear the dis- 
grace. I shall drown myself.' 

* What will that avail ? ' sneered Langford. 
'Will it save my thousand pounds? Will it 
save Charles from transportation ? It is a pity 
that there is no more hanging for robbery, or 
Wellon's mound would be handy, and the old 
gibbet beam in my bam would serve once more.' 

The words were cruel. Honor's teeth 
clenched and her hands closed convulsively. 
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Then Oliver Luxmore withdrew his hands 
from his fece, dragged himself towards Lang- 
ford, and threw himself on the ground at his 
feet. 

' Have pity on him, on me, on us all. The 
shame will kill us, brand us. It will kill me, 
it will stain my name, my children, for ever/ 

' Get up,' said Langford, roughly. ' Fm not 
to be moved by men's tears.' 

■ 

But Oliver was deaf; his great absorbing 
agony momentarily gave dignity to his feeble 
pitiful character, to him even crouching on 
the slate floor. 

' Spare us the dishonour,' he pleaded. ' I 
cannot bear it ; this one thing I cannot. Lux- 
more — thief — convict!' He passed his hand 
over his brow and raised his eyes ; they were 
blank. 'Luxmore, of Coombe Park — ^Lux- 
more! Take care!' his voice became shrill. 
' Dishonour I cannot bear. Take care lest you 
drive me desperate. Eather let us all die, I, 
Honor, Kate, and the little ones, and end the 
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name, than that it should live on stained.' He 
tried to rise, but his knees shook and gave way 
under him. 

* You may sell all I have. Take the. van, 
everything. We cannot find you a thousand 
pounds. We will all work as slaves — only — 
spare us the dishonour ! spare us this ! ' 

Kate came up and cast herself at her 
father's side and raised her streaming eyes. 

*Well,' said Taverner, turning to Honor, 
* do you alone not join ? Are you too proud? ' 

' Mr. Langford,' she answered, with emotion, 
'you are too hard. I pray to God, who is 
merciful.' 

* You are proud ! You are proud ! ' he said, 
scowling. ' You, Ohver Luxmore ! you, Kate ! 
do not kneel to me. Go, turn to her. The 
fate of Charles, the honour of your name, 
your happiness, that of your children, rest with 
her — ^with her ! ' 

He looked at her. 

She did not speak; she understood his 
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meaning. A pang as of a sword went through 
her soul. She raised her clenched hands and 
put them to her mouth, and pressed the knuckles 
against her teeth. In the agony of that mo- 
ment she was near screaming. 

'There!' said Langford, pointing to her. 
' Look how haughty she is. But she must bend. 
Entreat her, or command her, as you will. 
With her the issue lies. I will wait till to- 
morrow at ten, and take no steps for the cap- 
ture of Charles. If before that hour I have 
yes, it is well. I pay a thousand pounds for 
that yes. I shall be content. If not, then — ' 
he did not finish the sentence ; he went out at 
the door. 

Then only did Honor give way. She saw 
as it were a cloud of blue smoke rising round 
her. She held out her hands, grasping, but 
catching nothing, and fell on the floor insen- 
sible. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

yes! 

Honor could not rest in her bed that night. 
Oliver Luxmore in the adjoining room groaned 
and sighed, he was sleepless. Kate, who shared 
her bed, was awake and tossed from side to 
side. Poor Kate knew that the disgrace would 
separate her from Sam. She was too generous 
to urge her sister to make the costly sacrifice. 
Oliver felt that words would be unavailing, the 
matter must be left to Honor ; his best advocate 
was in her own conscience. The resolution 
one way or the other must be come to by 
Honor unresisted, unswayed. She lay still in 
her bed, but Kate knew she did not sleep. 
She lay with her hands clasped as in prayer on 
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her heaving bosom. Her eyes were on the 
little latticed window, and on a raoth dancing 
dreamily up and down the panes, a large black 
moth that made the little diamonds of glass 
click at the stroke of its wings. Her hair 
over her brow was curled with the heat of her 
brain, the light short hair that would not be 
brushed back and lie with the copper-gold 
strands. Great drops rolled off her forehead 
upon the pillow. Afterwards, Kate felt that 
the cover was wet, and thought it was with 
Honor's tears, but she was not crying. Her 
eyes were dry and burning, but the moisture 
poured off her brow. Her feet were like ice. 
She might have been dead, she lay so still. 
Kate hardly heard her breathe. She held her 
breath and listened once, as she feared Honor 
was in a swoon. She did not speak to her 
sister. An indefinable consciousness that Honor 
must not be disturbed, must be left alone, re- 
strained her. Once she stole her hand under 
the bedclothes round her sister, and laid it on 
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her heart. Then she knew for certain what a 
raging storm was awake in that still, hardly 
breathing form. 

That touch, unattended by word, was more 
than Honor could bear. She said nothing, but 
stole from bed, and put on some of her clothes. 
Kate watched her through her half-closed lids, 
and daxed not speak or otherwise interfere. 
Honor went softly, barefooted down the stairs, 
that creaked beneath her tread. Her father 
heard the step. He knew whose it was. He 
also would not interfere. It was best for all — 
for Kate, for Charles, for himself, for Joe, and 
Pattie, and Willie, and Martha, and Charity, 
and little Temperance — that Honor should be 
wholly imdisturbed. 

The girl unfastened the back door, took up 
the little bench, cast a potato-sack over her 
head, and went forth, shutting the door gently 
behind her. 

She carried the seat under the hedge in the 
paddock, where she had watched with I^arry, 
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and placed herself on it, then rested her elbow 
on her knee, and her head in her hand. Her 
feet were bare, dipped in the . dewy grass ; a 
seeded dandehon, stirred by them, shed its ripe 
down over them. She thrust the sack from 
her head. She could not endure the weight 
and the heat, and laid it across her shoulders; 
from them it slipped unheeded. Her arms 
were bare from the elbow. The cold night 
wind stroked the arm that stayed up her 
scorched brain. She had prayed that God 
would guide her, and the guidance had led 
into a way of sorrows. ' It is expedient that 
one man should die for the people,' those words 
of the High Priest recurred to Honor, and she 
thought how that He to whom they referred 
had accepted the decision. She would have 
died — died ! how willingly, how eagerly ! — 
for the dear ones under the thatched roof ; she 
would have leaped into fire, not for all, but for 
any one of them, for little Temperance, for dear 
Charity, for Martha, for Willie, for darling 
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Pat tie, for good, true Joe, for Kate, for her 
fether of course — ^yes, even for Charles — ^but 
this that was demanded of her was worse than 
a brief spasm of pain in fire ; it was a lifelong 
martyrdom, a sacrifice infinitely more dreadful 
than of life. The thrushes were singing. There 
was no night in the midst of June, and the 
birds did without sleep, or slept in the glare of 
midday. The only night was within the girl's 
soul. There was no singing or piping there, 
but the groaning of a crushed spirit. 

She started. She was touched. She put 
out her hand and sighed. The horse that 
Langford had let them have was in the pad- 
dock ; »it had become much attached to Honor, 
and the beast had come over to her, un- 
perceived, and was resting his head on her 
shoulder and rubbing it against her ear and 
cheek. She stroked the nose of the beast with 
her left hand without altering her position, 
mechanically, and without much diversion of 
her thoughts. When poor Diamond was dying 

VOL. 11. K 
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ia the gravel pit, Honor had sat by him and 
caressed him; now Diamond's successor had 
come to comfort Honor, as best he could, when 
her girlhood was dying in anguish, passing into 
a womanhood of sorrow. 

Chink ! chink ! chink ! a finch was perched 
on the topmost twig of an alder that swayed 
under its light weight in the wind, repeating 
its monotonous cry, chink ! chink ! chink ! 

The cold about Honor's feet became 
stronger, the dew looked whiter, as if it were 
passing into frost, the breath of the horse was 
as steam. High, far aloft, in the dusky sky 
some large bird was winging its way from sea 
to sea, from the Atlantic boisterous barren 
-coast about Bude, to the summer, luxuriant 
bays of the Channel. What bird it was Honor 
could not tell. She would not have seen it but 
that the winking of its wings as they caught the 
light from the north attracted her attention. 
Strange as it may seem, though engrossed in 
her own sorrows, she watched the flap of 
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the wings till they passed beyond range of 
vision. 

Not a cloud was in the sky. The stars 
were but dimly seen in the silvery haze of 
summer twilight. One glowworm in the hedge 
opposite her shone brighter than any star, for 
it shone out of darkness deeper than the depths 
of heaven. 

One long leaf near Honor was as if it had 
been varnished, wet with dew, and as the dew 
gathered on it, it stooped and the moisture ran 
to the lanceate end, bowing it further, and 
forming a clear drop ; then the drop fell, and 
the leaf with a dancing rebound recovered its 
first position. Honor's eye rested on the leaf ; 
as the dew formed on it, and bent it down, so 
were tears forming on her soul and bowing it. 
The leaf shook oflf the drop ; would her spirit 
ever recover ? 

What wondrous sounds are heard at night I 
How mysterious, how undiscoverable in origin ! 
It seemed to Honor less still in the meadow, 

k3 
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under the thorn hedge, than in the cottage. 
Insect life was stirring all about; the spiders 
were spinning, moths flitting, leaves rustling, 
birds piping, the wind playing among the 
thorns ; the field mice were running, and the 
night birds watching for them on wing. 

All was cool, all but Honor's head. What- 
ever sounds were heard were pleasant, whatever 
movement was soothing. Through all the 
intricate life that stirred there ran a breath of 
peace — only not over the heaving soul of 
Honor. 

Poor Larry ! Honor's thoughts were less 
of herself than of others. She was sure to the 
ground of her heart that he loved her. She 
knew, without riddling out the why and how, 
that she could have made him happy and good 
at once. There was sterling gold in him ; the 
fire would purge away the dross. As in the 
cocoon there is an outer shell of worthless web 
which must be torn away before the golden 
thread is discovered, so was it with him ; the 



YES/ i«i 

outer husk of vanity and idleness and incon- 
siderateness was coming away, and now all that 
was needed was a tender hand to find and take 
hold of the end of the thread and spin off the 
precious fibre. Another hand, rough and heed- 
less, might break and confuse and ruin it. 

But, though she knew she could have made 
Larry's life right and orderly, yet she would 
not undertake to do so unless she saw the other 
lives committed to her trust cared for and 
safe. 

Above all, high as the highest star, in her 
pure soul shone the duty imposed on her by 
her mother. If she could not combine her 
duty to the dear ones under the brown thatch 
with the charge of Larry's destiny, she would 
not undertake the latter. 

And now, most horrible gall to her womanly 
mind, came the knowledge that she — she whom 
Larry loved and looked up to — she, she who 
loved the careless lad, even she must step in 
between him and his uncle's property, that she 
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was chosen by old LangfOTd as the weapon of 
his revenge on the Nanspians. 

The Langford estate must descend to Larry- 
should his uncle die childless, and she 

Her breath came in a gasp. She tore up 
the cold dockleaves and pressed them to her 
brow to cool the burning there, to take the 
sting out of her nettled brain. 

There was no rest for Honor anywhere, in 
the meadow or in her bed — no rest for her 
evermore. 

She rose and went back to the house, but 
when she reached the door, true to her regular 
habits, remembered that she had left the sack 
and the bench in the field, and went back, 
fetched them, and put each in its proper place. 
Nothing was ever left littering about by 
Honor. If she had been dying and had seen a 
chip on the floor, she would have striven to rise 
and remove it. 

In the morning the carrier and his two 
eldest daughters looked haggard and pale. 



YES/ 183 

The children seemed aware of trouble. Joe 
was attentive and helped to quiet and amuse 
the youngest, and watched his father, but 
especially Honor, to read what was menaced in 
their faces. He had not been at home when 
Langford came, and his sister Pattie could give 
him but the vaguest idea of what had occurred. 
All she knew was that it was a trouble con- 
nected with Charles, who had run away. The 
carrier had to be ready early to start for 
Tavistock market. Honor and Kate prepared 
breakfast for him and the children, without a 
word passing between them on what was upper- 
most in their minds. As they were eatmg, the 
Ashbury postboy passed down the lane and 
called at the steps. 

The carrier went out. 

* A letter for you.' 

Oliver took and paid for it, then brougjit it 
in and opened it slowly with shaking fingers. 
He, Honor, Kate knew that it must have refer- 
ence to their trouble. It was in the hand- 
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writing of Charles ; it bore the Plymouth post- 
mark. The carrier spread it on his plate ; he 
did not read it aloud because Joe and the other 
children were present ; but Honor and Kate 
stood behind him and read over his shoulder 
without uttering a word. 

This was the letter : — 

'Dear Father, — ^I take my pen in hand, 
hopping this finds you has it leafs me, with a 
bad running at the noaz, and a shockin corf, 
gripes orfiil in my innerds, and hakes all over 
me. I dersay you've eard what I gone and 
done, don't judge me harshly, I couldn't do 
otherwise, and I'm not so bad to blame as you 
may suppoge. I didn't intend delibberat to do 
't, but I did it off-hand so to speke. Wot's dun 
can't be undun. It's no use crying over spilt 
milk. Wot can't be kured must be undured. 
That's wot Mrs. Veale would say, and her's a 
bad un. I ketched a cold with getting wet 
running away, but I shall be all rite soon, 
please God when I'm away on the i seez. I'm 
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goin to Ameri'kay which is the place to which 
the flour of the British aristokracy go when its 
ockerd or embarassing at ome. As it is ockerd 
and embarassing to me, I'm orf, and I hope with 
the Almighty's aid to do well in the new whirld, 
wheer I intend to found a new Coom Park, to 
which I shall invite you all to come, when I 
can drive you about in a carridge and pare. I 
want to know how it is with Larry, whether 
he be alive or dead. I came away in such aste 
I couldn't stay to know, but I'm very desiring 
to know. Don't rite to me by my proper name, 
there may be disagreeables in my wereabout 
being knone, so direct to Mr. Charles, poast 
resteny, Plymouth. — ^From your loving sun, 

'Charles Luxmore.' 

of Ooom Park, Esquire. 

P.S. — ^Doan't say nothink to nobody of were 
I be, wotever you do, and kiss the kids for me. 
Poast anser at Tavistock or Lanson. 

Oliver Luxmore refolded the letter, and put 
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it away in his pocket without a word. Neither 
Honor nor Kate spoke or looked at each other. 
It was too clear to all that Charles was guilty. 
The last doubt of his guilt disappeared- 

Oliver went about the horse and' van. 
Honor did not fail to observe the change 
effected in him by one night. He seemed 
older by ten years — ^to have tumbled down 
the decline of life, and been shaken by the fall. 
His clothes did not appear to fit him, his walk 
was unsteady, his hand shook, his eye wan- 
dered, his hair had a greyer tinge, and was 
lank and moist. Joe ran to help in the har- 
nessing of the horse. His father was trying to 
force on the collar without turning it. He put 
on the saddle wrong, and fastened the wrong 
buckles. The boy corrected his father's 
errors. Then the man brought the van into 
the lane, and stood with his hand to his fore- 
head. 

* I've forgotten 'em aU,' he said. * Whatever 
were the commissions I don't know.' The 
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whip was shaking in his hand as a withy 
by a waterbrook. *I shouldn't wonder if I 
never came back/ he said, then looked up 
the steps at Honor. It was the first time he 
had met her eye since Taverner Langford had 
left the house. ' I shan't know what is to be 
till I come home/ he muttered. ' The cuckoo- 
clock has just called seven, and it is three hours 
to ten. I think my heart will die within me at 
Tavistock. I shan't be home till night. How- 
ever 1 shall bear it and remember my com- 
missions I do not know. Joe shall come with 
me. I can't think. I can't drive. I can do 
nothing.' 

Then Honor came down the steps with her 
scarlet cloak about her shoulders, and her 
red stockings on her feet, slowly, looking 
deadly pale, and with dark rings about her 
eyes. 

* Where are you going ? ' asked the carrier, 
* not coming with me to Tavistock ? ' 
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She shook her head. 

*Are you — are you going to— to Lang- 
ford?' he asked. 'To say what?'— he held 
his breath. 

*Yes!' 
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CHAPTEE XXXL 

THE NEW MISTRESS. 

* Halloo ! where be you oflf to, Eed Spider ? ' 
asked Fanner Nanspian, who was on Broad- 
bury, when he saw Honor Luxmore in her 
scarlet cloak coming over the down. 'Stay, 
stay ! ' he said, and put his hand to her 
chin to raise her face. 'You never come 
Chimsworthy road — leastways, you haven't yet. 
— ^Where be you going to now ? ' 

' To Langford, sir.' 

' To Langford, eh ? ' his face clouded. ' I 
didn't think you was on good terms with Mr. 
Langford. Take care — take care I I won't 
have he sloke away this Eed Spider from 
Chimsworthy.' Then he nodded smiled, and 
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went on. He little knew, lie had no suspicion, 
that what he hinted at was really menaced. 

Honor went on to the old, lonely house, 
and asked to speak to Mr. Langford. She was 
shown into his parlour. Tavemer was about 
the farm. She had some minutes to wait, and 
nerve herself for the interview, before he arrived. 

' Well,' said he when he came in, ' you are 
in good time. You have brought me the 
answer.' 

' Yes,' she replied, looking down. 

'Do I take that Yes as a reply to this 
question or to that I made yesterday ? ' 

' To both.' 

' There's not another woman in all England 
to whom I'd have behaved as I have to you.' 

' I hope not, sir ! ' 

' I mean,' said Langford, knitting his brows, 
and reddening, 'I mean, I would not have 
foregone a thousand pounds for any other. I 
would not have spared the man who had robbed 
me for any other woman's sake.' 
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*I have come here/ she said, 'myself, 
instead of sending a message, because I wished 
to speak with you, in private.' 

'There is no one here to overhear you. 
I have stopped up the keyhole; Mrs. Veale 
listened, she can catch nothing now/ 

♦Mr. Langford, I was told by my father 
that you had promised to do something for my 
brother and sisters.' 

' Oh, do not be afraid — ^I will do something 
for them.' 

* I want you to grant me one request, the 
only one I will ever make of you. Promise me 
some small yearly sum assured to my father, 
I do not ask for much. When I am in the 
house, I can manage, but it is hard work for 
me to do so. When I am gone, Kate will find 
it hard, and she may not remain long there ; she 
is a pretty girl, and has her admirers, she is 
sure to marry soon — then what will become of 
my father and the little ones ? I do not ask 
you to take them in here. That would not be 
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reasonable — except so £ar as they can work for 
you, and be of use to you — Joe will be a 
valuable servant, and Pattie is growing up to 
be neat and active and thoughtful.' 

* How many more ? ' asked Langford. 

' That is all,' replied Honor quietly. * If I 
ask you to do anything for these two it is only 
because they will be worth more than you will 
pay them. But I ask for my father. It will 
be a loss to him, my leaving the house. He 
will not be happy. Kate is very good, but she 
does not understand thrift, and she is light- 
hearted. Promise me a small sum every year 
for my father aud the little ones to relieve 
them from the pinch of poverty, and to give 
them ease and happiness.' 

* How many have you ? ' 

' There are Joe, and Pattie, Willie, Martha, 
Charity, and • Temperance. If I might bring 
Temperance with me I should be very thank- 
ful ; she is but three, and will miss me.' 

* In the Proverbs of Solomon we are told 
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that the horseleech hath three daughters, 
which cry Give, give, give! Here are more, 
some seven, all wanting to suck blood. If I 
marry you, I don't marry the family.' 

Honor was silent, for a moment, recovering 
herself ; his rudeness hurt her, angered her. 

* I make a request. I will ask nothing more.' 

She looked up at him, and rested her eyes 
on his face. He had been observing her ; how 
pale she was — ^how worn ; and it annoyed 
him : it seemed to him that it had cost her 
much to resolve to take him ; and this was not 
flattering to his pride. 

' I cannot grant it,' he said. ' It is not 
reasonable. I am not going to be eaten out 
of house and home by a parcel of ravenous 
schoolchildren. I want you, I do not want all 

your tail of brothers and sisters, and, worst of 
all, your helpless father. I know very well 
what will happen. I shall be thrown to them 
like an old horse to Squire Impey's pack — to 
have my flesh torn ofi*, and my bones even 
VOL. II. 
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cmnched up. I cut tlus away in the beginning ; 
r will not have it/ 

^ I ask only for a small sum of money for 
my father. The van barely sustains him. The 
family is so large. I will not bring any of the 
children here, except Httle Temperance, who is 
veryj very dear to my heart.' 

* No, I will have none of them.' 
^ I may not have Temperance ? ' 

* No, I said, none of them. Give an inch, 
-and an ell is taken. Put in the little finger 
and the fist follows.' 

' Then you will grant me an allowance for 
my father ? ' 

He laughed. * A thousand pounds is what 
you have cost me. When that thousand pounds 
is made up, or repaid, then we will talk about 
an allowance. Not till.then-^no, no ! I may 
pay too dear for my bargain. A thousand 
pounds is ample.' 

' That is your last word ? ' 

* My last.' 
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Then Honor, looking steadily at him, said : 
* Mr. Langford, it is true that you lose money 
by me ; but I lose what is infinitely more 
precious by you. I lose my whole hfe's happi- 
ness. When my mother was dying, I promised 
her to be a mother to her darUngs. Now I am 
put in this terrible position, that, to save them 
fipom a great disgrace and an indelible stain, 
I must leave them. I have spent the whole 
night thinking out what was right for me to 
do. If I remain with them, it is with a shame 
over our whole family. If I go, I save them 
from that, but they lose my care. One way 
or other there is something gone. It cannot be 
other. I have made my choice. I will come 
to you ; but I have strings from my heart to 
little Temperance, and Charity, and Martha, 
and Willie, and Pattie, and Joe, and Kate, and 
father. If they are unhappy, uncomfortable, 
I shall sujQfer in my soul. If ill comes to them, 
I shall be in pain. If the little ones grow up 
neglected, untidy, untruthful, my heart and my 

2 
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head wiR ache night and day. If my father is 
uncared for, the distress of knowing it will be 
on me ever. I shall be drawn by a hundred 
nerves to my own dear ones, and not be able 
to do anything for them. You cannot under- 
stand me. You must beheve me when I say 
that the loss to me is ten thousand times greater 
than the loss of a thousand pounds to you. 
My , happiness is in the well-being and well- 
bringing up of my brothers and sisters. You 
take all that away from me. Did you ever 
hear the tale of the widower who married 
again, and his new wife neglected the children 
by the dead wife ? — One night the father came 
to the nursery door, and saw the dead woman 
rocking and soothing the babes. She had come 
from her grave. The crying had drawn her. 
She could not sleep because they called her. 
I do not know that I can bear it, to be separated 
from my brothers and sisters — ^I cannot say — if 
they suflfered or were neglected — I fancy no- 
thing could withhold me from going to them.' 
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Tavemer remained silent : her eyes seemed 
to bum their way into him. She shifted her 
position from one foot to the other ; and went 
on, in an earnest tone, with a vibration in it 
from the strength of her emotion : ' I am bound 
to tell you all. If you are to be my husband, 
you must know everything. I cannot love you. 
What love I have that is not taken up by 
Temperance, and Charity, and Martha, and 
Willie, and Pattie, and Joe, and Kate, and 

father, and ' still looking frankly, earnestly 

at him, 'yes, and by Charles, I have given 
elsewhere. I cannot help it. It has been 
taken from me in a whirlwind of fire, as Elijah 
was caught up into heaven ; it is gone from me ; 
I cannot call it down again. If you insist on 
knowing to whom I gave it, I will telljyou, 
but not now, not yet — afterwards. To show 
you, Mr. Langford, how I love my home, I 
had made up my mind to give him up, to 
throw away all that beautiful happiness, to 
forget it as one forgets a dream, because I 
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would not be parted fix)m my dear ones. I 
was resolved to give him up whom I love for 
them, and now I am required to give them up 
for you whom I love not.' She breathed 
heavily, her labouring heart beat. She drew 
the red cloak about her, lest the heaving 
bosom and bounding heart should be noticed. 
Langford saw the long drops run down her 
brow, but there were no tears in her eyes. 

* You will never love me ? ' he asked. 

•^ * I cannot say ; it depends how you treat my 
dear ones.* 

She took a long breath. 

* There is one reason why my consent costs 
me more when given to you than to another ; 
but I cannot tell you that now. I will tell you 
later.* 

She meant that by marrying him she was 
widening the breach between the uncle and 
nephew — that she was marrying the former 
for the express purpose of depriving the latter 
of his inheritance. She could not tell Langford 
this now. 



THE NEW MISTRESS 199 

* I will do my duty by you to the best of my 
lights. But I shall have one duty tying me 
here, and seven drawing me to the little cottage 
in the lane, and I feel — ^I feel that I shall be torn 
to pieces/ 

Tavemer Langford stood up and paced the 
room with his arms folded behind his back. 
His head was bowed and his cheeks pale. The 
girl said no more. She again shifted her feet, 
and rested both hands, under her cloak, on the 
table. Langford looked round at her; her 
head was bent, her yellow-brown hair was tied 
in a knot behind. As her head was stooping, 
the back of her neck showed above the red 
cloak. It was as though she bent before the 
executioner's axe. He turned away. 

*'Sit down,' he said. 'Why have you been 
standing ? You look ill. What has ailed you ? ' 

' In body nothing,' she answered. 

* Who is it ? ' he asked surlily, looking out 
of the window, and passing his own fingers 
over his face. 
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She slightly raised her head and eyes 
questioningly. 

'I mean,' he said, without turning to see 
her, but understanding by her silence that she 
asked an explanation — ' I allude to what you 
were saying just now. Who is it whom you 
fancy?' 

' If you insist, I will tell. If you have any 
pity you will spare me. In time — ^before the 
day, you shall know.' 

He passed his hand over his face again. 

' This is a pleasant prospect,' he said, but 
did not explain whether he alluded to the land- 
scape or to his marriage. He said no more to 
force further confidence from her. 

'Come,' said he, roughly, and he turned 
suddenly round, 'you shall see the house. 
You shall be shown what I have in it, all the 
rooms and the furnitiure, also the cowsheds, and 
the dairy — everything. You shall see what 
will be yours. You would get no other man 
with so much as I have.' 
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*Not to-day, Mr Langford. Let me go 
home. I should see nothing to-day. My eyes 
are full, and my heart fuller/ 

* Then go,' he said, and reseated himself at 
the table. 

She moved towards the door. He had his 
chin on his hand, and was looking at the grate. 
She hesitated, holding the handle. 

'Hah I' exclaimed Langford, starting up. 
' Did you hear that ? a-fluttering down the pas- 
sage ? That was Mrs. Veale, trying to listen, 
but could hear nothing; trying to peep, but 
could see nothing, because I have covered 
every chink. Come here! come here, Mrs. 
Veale ! ' 

As she did not respond, he rang the bell 
violently, and the pale woman came. 

' Come here, Mrs. Veale ! show the future 
mistress out of the house ! Not by the kitchen, 
woman! Unbar the great door. Show her 
out, and curtsey to her, and at the same time 
take your own discharge.' 
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* " When one comes in the other goes out," 
as the man said of the woman in the weather- 
house/ remarked Mrs. Veale with a sneer. 
She cmlisied profoundly. ' There's been cahn 
heretofore. Now comes storm.' 
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CHAPTER XXXn. 



THE CHINA DOG. 



No sooner was the scarlet cloak gone than 
Mrs. Veale leaned back against the wall in the 
passage and laughed. Langford had never 
heard her laugh before, and the noise she 
made now was unpleasant. Her face was 
grey, her pale eyes ghmmered in the dark 
passage. 

' Will you be quiet ? ' said Taverner angrily. 
* Get along with you into the kitchen and don't 
stand gulping here like water out of a narrow- 
necked bottle.' 

«So! — that be the wife you've chosen, 
master! It is ill screwing a big foot into a 
small shoe ; best suit your shoe to the size of 
your foot.' 
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'You have received notice to leave. A 
month from to-day/ 

' This is breaking the looking-glass because 
you don't like your face/ said the housekeeper. 
' " Come help me on with the plough," said the 
ox to the gadfly. " With the greatest of plea- 
sure," answered the fly, and stung the ox.' 

' Gadfly ! ' shouted Taverner. ' Sheathe 
your sting, please, or don't practise on me.' 

* You marry ! ' scoffed Mrs. Veale ' " I'm 
partial to honey," said the fox, and upset the 
hive. "You must learn how to take it," 
answered the swarm, and surrounded him.' 

' I'll turn you out at once,' said Langford, 
.angrily. 

'No, you will not,' answered the house- 
keeper ; ' or you will have to pay my wage 
and get nothing for it. I've served you faith- 
fully all these years, and this is my reward. 
I am turned away. What has been my pay 
whilst here ? What ! compared with my ser- 
vices ? And now I am to make room for the 
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sister of a thief. What will become of your 
earnings when she comes? If her brother 
picked a stranger, he will skin a relative. 
And the rest of them I " I am tilling for you," 
said the farmer to the rabbits ; "come into my 
field and nibble the turnips." Love in an old 
man is hke a spark in a stackyard. It burns 
up everything, even common sense.' 

He thrust her down the passage. She kept 
her white face towards him, and went along 
sliding her hands against the wall, against which 
she leaned her back. 

'I did suppose you had more sense than 
this. I knew you were bit, but not that you 
were poisoned. I thought that you would be 
too wise to go on with your courting when you 
found that you had been robbed by Charles. 
Who that is not a fool will give the run of his 
house to the man who has plundered him? 
Can you keep him out when you have married 
his sister? What of the young ones? They 
will grow up like their brother. Eoguery is 
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Hke measles, it runs through a house. Have 
not I been faithful ? Have I taken a thread 
out of your clothes, or a nail from your shoe ? 
Have I relations to pester you for help ? Mine 
might have begged, but would not have stolen ; 
yours will have their hands in all your pockets. 
Now you are everything in the house, and we 
are all your slaves. All is yours, your voice 
rules, your will governs. Will it be so when 
you bring a mistress home — and that Honor 
Luxmore ? Everyone knows her ; she governs 
the house.' Mrs. Veale laughed again. * That 
will be a fine sight to see Master Taverner 
Langford under the shpper. " I'm seen in the 
half but lost in the full," said the man in the 
moon.' 

Langford thrust her through the kitchen 
door and shut it, then returned to his parlour, 
where he bolted himself in, and paced the 
room with his arms folded behind his back. 

There was enough of truth in what Mrs. 
Veale had said to make him feel uncomfortable. 
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It was true that now he was absolute in his 
house; but would he reign as independently 
when married ? Was not the ox inviting the 
gadfly to help to draw the plough ? In going 
after the honey, Uke the fox, was he not in- 
viting stings ? 

Langford had - suffered great loss from 
rabbits. They came out of Chimsworthy plan- 
tation and fell on his turnips, nibbled pieces 
out of hundreds, spoihng whole rows, which 
when touched rotted with the first frost. 
Therefore Mrs. Veale's allusion to them went 
home. Yes ! — ^there were a swarm of human 
rabbits threatening, the children from the 
cottage. They would all prey on him. He 
was inviting them to do so. ' I till for you,' said 
the farmer. Confound Mrs. Veale ! Why was 
she so fiill of saws and likenesses that cut like 
knives ? And Charles ! — of course he would 
retiurn when he knew that he would not be 
proeecated. How could he be prosecuted 
wheAi the brother-in-law of the man he had 



2o8 RED SPIDER 

robbed ? When he returned, how could he be 
kept away, how prevented from further ras- 
cality ? A thousand pounds gone ! and he was 
not to punish the man who had taken the 
money. This was inviting him to come and 
rob him again. He did not think much of 
what Honor had said of an attachment to some 
unknown person. Taverner had never loved, 
and knew nothing of love as a passion. He 
regarded it as an ephemeral fancy. Every girl 
thought herself in love, got over it, and bore 
no scars. It would be so with Honor. Pre- 
sently he rang for his breakfast. Mrs. Veale 
came in. She saw he was disconcerted, but 
she said nothing, till the tray was on the table, 
and she was leaving ; then, holding the handle 
of the door, she said, ' It is a pity.' 

'What is a pity?' 

' The hare hunt.' 

* What of that ? ' he asked angrily. 

* That it was not put off a month, then changed 
to a stag hunt,' she replied, and went through the 
door quickly, lest he should knock her down. 
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Mrs. Veale went to her kitchen, and seated 
herself by the fire. She was paler than usual, 
and her eyelids blinked nervously. There 
was work to be done that morning, but she 
neglected it. 

Her scheme had failed. She had en- 
deavoured to force Charles Luxmore on to steal 
of his master, thinking that this must inevitably 
break the connection with the Luxmores. Tav- 
erher, she thought, could not possibly pursue 
his intentions when he knew he had been 
robbed by Charles. She was disappointed. 
What next to attempt she knew not. She was 
determined to prevent the marriage if she 
could. She had not originally intended to 
steal the cash-box, nor, indeed, to rob it of any 
of its contents, but she had been forced to take 
it, as Charles would not. Now she was given 
her dismissal, and if she left, she would take 
the money with her. But she had no desire 
to leave without further punishment of her 
ungrateful master. She had spent fifteen years 
VOL. n, p 
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in his service. She had plotted and worked and 
had not gained any of her ends. She had at 
first resolved on making him marry her. When 
she found it impossible to achieve this, she 
determined to make herself so useful to him, 
so indispensable, that he would in his old age 
fell under her power, and then, he would leave 
her by his will well off. She was now to be 
driven out into the cold, after all her labour, 
disappointments, to make room for a young girl. 
This should not be. If she must go, she would 
mar the sport behind her back. If Tavemer 
Langford would not take her, he should take 
none other. If she was not to be mistress in 
the house, no young chit of a girl should be. 

She stood up and took down from the . 
chimney-piece a china dog blotched red, and 
turning it over, removed from the inside a 
packet of yellow paper. 

She was so engrossed in her thoughts that 
she did not see that someone had entered the 
kitchen by the open backdoor. 
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* I declare ! They'd make a pair ! ' 

Mrs. Veale started, a shiver ran through 
her from head to foot She tmned, still quiver- 
ing, aud looked at the speaker. Kate Luxmore 
had entered, and stood near the table. 

'Well, now,' said Kate, *this is curious. 
We've got a dog just like that, with long curly 
ears, and turns his dear old head to the left, 
and you've one with the same ears, and same 
colour, turns his head to the right. We'd a 
pair once, but Joe broke the fellow. I reckon 
you'd a pair once, but your fellow is broke. 
'Tis a pity they two dogs should be widowers 
and lonely.' 

Mrs. Veale stared at her ; Kate had never 
been there before. What had brought her 
there now ? Were all the Luxmores coming 
to make that their home, even before the 
marriage ? 

' And what have you got there ? ' pursued 
Kate, full of liveliness. ' Why, that is one of 
the yellow paper rat-poison packets the man 
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sold at the fair. I know it. 'Tis a queer 
thing you keeping the poison in the body of 
the dog. But I suppose you are right ; no one 
would think to go there for it.' 

' What do you want here ? ' asked Mrs. 
Veale, hastily replacing the packet and the 
dog on the mantel-shelf. *Why have you 
come ? We've had enough of you Luxmores 
already. Your brother Charles has played us 
a pretty tune, and now your sister's like to 
lead a dance.' 

' I have come for Honor. Is she here ? ' 

' She — no ! She's been gone some time. 
Ain't she home ? Perhaps she's walking over 
the land, and counting the acres that may be 
hers, and prizing the fleeces of the sheep.' 

* She is wanted. As for Charles, there's 
naught proved against him, and till there is, I 
won't believe it. I've just had a talk with 
someone, and he tells me another tale alto- 
gether. So there — not another word against 
poor Charles. He wasn't ever sweet on you, 
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I can tell you. 'Tis a pity, too, about those 
dogs. They're both water-spaniels — ^what in- 
telligent eyes they have, and what lovely long 
curly ears ! They ought to be a pair some 
day; 

' I tell you,' said Mrs. Veale, ' your sister 
is not here/ 

' Our dog,' went on Kate, unabashed, ' don't 
belong to father. He is Honor's own. She 
had the pair, till Joe knocked one of them 
over. Her mother gave it her. 'Tis curious 
now that "her dog should turn his blessed nose 
one way, and this dog should turn his nose the 
other way. It looks as if they were made for 
each other, which is more than is the case with 
some that want to be pairing. A mantel-shelf 
don't look as well with a spaniel in the middle 
as it do with one at each end. That is, I sup- 
pose, why your master is looking out for a wife. 
Well ! I think he'd have matched better with 
you than with someone else whom I won't 
name. A house with one in it is like a mantel- 
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shelf with one odd dog on it. Does this chim- 
ney ornament belong to you or to the house ? ' 
' Never mind, go your ways. Don't you 
think ever to pair them two dogs, nor your, 
sister and the master. There is a third to be 
considered. If one be broken, there is no 
pairing. Do y' know what the ash said to the 
axe? 

Whether coupled or counter is wisht (unlucky) for me, 
M7 wood makes the haft for to fell my tree.' 



ais 



CHAPTER XXXm. 

AMONG THE OOBSE. 

*Whbeb be you going to, Larry?' asked his 
father. ' I've just seen the Eed Spider running 
Langford way. Take care Uncle Tavemer 
don't sloke that one away as he tried to sloke 
t'other.' 

Hearing that Honor was gone over the 
moor to Langford, Hillary took that direction, 
and, as he had expected, encountered her as 
she was returning to her cottage, before she 
had left the down. 

* You are going to give me a quarter of an 
hour,' said Larry. I dare say you may be 
busy, but I can't spare you till we've had it out 
with each other. I've but one arm now that I 
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can use, but I'll bax the way with that, if you 
attempt to escape me.' 

Honor looked at him hesitatingly. She was 
hardly prepared for the inevitable trial, then. 
She would have liked to defer it. But, on 
second thoughts, she considered that it was 
best to have it over. Sooner or later, an 
explanation must be made, so perhaps it would 
be as well for her that day to pass through 
all the fires. There on Broadbury, when the 
gorse is swaled (burnt), the cattle are driven 
through the flames. They plunge and resist, 
but a ring of men and dogs encloses them, 
armed with sharp stakes, and goad them for- 
ward, and at last, with desperation, lowing, 
kicking, leaping, angry and terrified, they 
plunge through the flames. Honor thought of 
this familiar scene, and that she was herself 
being driven on. Sooner or later she must 
enter the fire, be scorched, and pass through ; 
she would traverse it without further resistance 
at once. 
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* I am ready, Larry/ she said in a low 
voice. 

'My dear, dear Honor, what ails you? 
You are looking ill, and deadly white ! What 
is it, Honor ? ' 

'We all have our troubles, Larry. You 
have a broken arm, and I have a breakage 
somewhere, but never mind where.' 

' I do mind,' he said vehemently. ' What 
is amiss ? ' 

' You told me, Larry, the night your arm 
was hurt, that — your pride had sustained a fall 
and was broken.' 

' So it was.' 

' So also is mine.' 

' But what has hurt you ? How is it ? 
Explain to me all. Honor.' 

She shook her head. ' It is not my afiair 
only. I have others to consider beside myself, 
and you must forgive me if my lips are 
locked.' 

He put his left arm round her, to draw her 
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to him, and kiss her. * I will keep the key of 
those lips/ he said, but she twisted herself from 
his grasp. 

' You must not do that, Larry.' 

'Why not? We understand each other. 
Though we did not speak, that night, our 
hearts told each other everything.' 

'Larry, do you remember what I said to 
you when we were together in the paddock ? ' 

' I remember every word.' 

' I told you that I regarded you — ^as a 
brother.' 

' I remember every word but that.' 

' You have been a friend, a dear friend, ever 
since we were children. You were always 
thoughtful towards us, my sister and me, when 
you thought of nothing else. You were always 
kind, and as Charles was away, of late, I came 
to think of you as a brother.' 

' But I, Honor, I never have and never will 
consent to regard you as a sister. I love you 
more dearly than brother ever loved sister. 
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I never had one of my own, but I am quite 
sure I could not think of one in the way I think 
of you. I love you, Honor, with all my heart, 
and I respect you and look up to you as the 
only person who can make me lead a better life 
than I have led heretofore.' 

Honor shook her head and sighed. It was 
her way to answer by nod or shake rather than 
by word. 

*I have good news to tell you,' he went 
On; *my father is delighted at the prospect, 
and he is nearly as impatient as I am to 
have your dear self in Chimsworthy.' 

* I cannot go there,' said Honor in a tone 
that expressed the desolation of her heart. 

* Why not?' 
She hesitated. 

'Why not, Honor? When I wish it, 
when my father is eager to receive you ? ' 

* Dear Larry,' she said sadly, ' it can 
never, never be.' 

* Come here,' he exclaimed impatiently, and 
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drew her along with him. ' What is the mean- 
ing of this ? I will understand.' Before them 
for nearly a mile lay a sheet of gold, a dense 
mass of unbroken gorse, in full blaze of flower, 
exhaling a nectareous fragrance in the sun, that 
filled the air. So dense were the flowers that 
no green spines could be seen, only various 
shades of orange and gold and pale yellow. 
Through it a path had been reaped, for rabbit- 
shooters, and along this Hillary drew her. 
The gorse reached to their waists. The frag- 
rance was intoxicating. 

* Look here, Honor,' said he, * look at 
this furze. It is like my nature. It is said 
that there is not a month in the year in which 
it docs not blossom. Sometimes there is only 
a golden speck here and there — when the 
snow is on the ground, not more than a few 
flowers, and then one stalk sets fire to another, 
as spring comes on, and the whole bush bums 
and is not consumed, like that in the desert, 
when God spoke to Moses fi:om it. It has 
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been so with me, Honor. I have always loved 
you. Sometimes the prickles have been too 
thick, and then there have been but few tokens 
of love ; but never, never has the bloom died 
away altogether. In my heart, Honor, love 
has always lived, and now it is all blazing, and 
shining, and full of sweetness.' 

* Larry,' answered Honor slowly, ' look 
here ; ' she put her hand to a gorse bush and 
plucked a mass of golden bloom. 

* Honor!' he exclaimed, 'what have you 
done?' She opened her hand, it was fiill of 
blood. 

*I have grasped the glorious flower,' she 
said, *and am covered with wounds, and 
pierced with thorns.' 

* No — ^no, dear Honor,' he said, taking her 
hand, removing from it the prickles, and 
wiping the blood away with the kerchief that 
bound his broken arm. * There shall be no 
thorns in our life together. The thorns will 
all go from me when I have you to prune me. 
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I have been wild and rough, and I dare say I 
may have given you pain. I know that I 
have. I was angry with you and behaved 
badly ; but I was angry only because I loved 
you.' Then his pleasant sweet smile broke 
over his pale face, and he said in an altered 
tone, ' You do not harbour anger, Honor ; 
you forgive, when the offender is repentant.' 

She raised her eyes to him, and looked 
long and steadily into his. 

*I forgive you for any httle wrong you 
may have done me, heartily and wholly. But, 
Larry! I must wrong you in a way in 
which I can expect to get no forgiveness from 
you.' 

' That is quite impossible,' he said, smiling. 

'Larry, you cannot even dream what my 
meaning is. When you know — there will not 
be a flower on the fiirze-bush, the last gold bud 
of love will fall off.' 

' Never, never. Honor ! ' 

' You do not know.' 
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He was perplexed. What could stand in 
the way of her ready acceptance of hun, except 
his own former bad conduct? 

* Honor,' he said, ' I have had some sleep- 
less nights-^hese have not been altogether 
caused by my arm — and during the dark hours 
I have thought over all my past manner of 
life, and I have quite resolved to break with 
it. I will no longer be idle. I will no more 
boast. I will no more let the girls make a 
fool of me. I will work hard on the farm as 
any labourer — indeed, Honor, I will work 
harder and longer than they. If you mis- 
trust me, prove me. I deserve this trial. My 
father would like you to be his daughter-in- 
law at once ; but I know that I do not deserve 
you. In the old story, Jacob served fourteen 
years for Eachel, and I am not a Jacob— I will 
wait, though fourteen years is more than my 
patience will bear, still — dear Honor, dear 
heart! — ^I will wait. I will wait your own 
time, I will not say another word to you till 
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you see that I am keeping my promise, and 
am becoming in some little way worthy of you. 
I know/ he said in a humble tone, 'that 
really I can never deserve you — ^but I shall 
be happy to try and gain your approval, and, 
if you do not wish me to say more of my love 
till I show you I am on the mend, so shall it 
be. I am content. Put on the kerchief when 
I am to speak again.' 

He stopped, and looked at her. She was 
trembling, and her eyes cast down. Now, at 
last, the tears had come, and were flowing 
from her eyes. One, hke a crystal, hung on 
her red cloak. Knowing that he awaited an 
answer, she raised her head with an effort, 
and looked despairingly right and left, but 
saw no help anywhere, only the flare of yellow 
blossom flickering through a veil of tears. 

0, infinitely sweet, infinitely glorious was 
this sight and this outpouring of Larry's heart 
to her — but infinitely painful as well — ^piercing, 
wounding, drawing forth blood — ^like the gorse. 
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* Larry I ' she said earnestly, * N< 
not for one moment do I doubt yom* word. 
I believe everything you say. I could trust 
you perfectly. I know that with your promise 
would come fufilment, but-^it is not that.' 

* What is it then?' 

She could not tell him. The truth was too 
repugnant to her to think, much less to tell — 
and tell to him. 

* I cannot tell you ; my father, my brothers 
and sisters.' 

'I have thought of that, you dear true 
soul,' he interrupted. ' I know that you will 
not wish to hurt them. But, Honor, there will 
be no desertion. I have only to cut a gap 
through the hedge of your paddock, and in 
three minutes, straight as an arrow, you can go 
from one house to the other. Eound by the 
road is longer, but when you are at Chims- 
worthy we'll have a path between; then you 
can go to and fro as you like, and the little 
ones will be always on the run. You can have 
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them all in with you when and as long as you 
like ; and my father will be over-pleased if your 
father will come and keep him company on the 
Look-out stone. Since Uncle Taverner and he 
have quarrelled father has been duU, and felt 
the want of some one to talk to. So you see 
all will be just right. Everything comes as 
though it were fitted to be as we are going 
to make it.' 

Again he paused, waiting for her answer. 
Whilst he had been speaking she had worked 
herself up to the necessary pitch of resolution 
to tell him something — not all, no ! all she 
could not tell. 

* Larry ! it cannot be. I am going to marry 
another.' 

He stood still, motionless, not even breath- 
ing, gazing at her with stupid wonder. What 
she said was impossible. Then a pufi* of north- 
west wind came from the' far ocean, rolling over 
the down, gathering the fragrance of the yellow 
sea, and condensing it; then poured it as a 
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breaking wave over the heads of those two 
standing in the lane cut through the golden 
trees. And with the odour came a humming, 
a low thrilling music, as the wind passed 
through the myriad spines beneath the foam of 
flower, and set them vibrating as the tongues of 
jEolian harps. The sweetness and the harmony 
were in the air, all around, only not in the 
hearts of those two young people, standing 
breast deep in the gorse-brake. The wind 
passed, and all was still once more. They 
stood opposite each other, speechless. Her hand, 
which he had let go, had fallen, and the blood 
dropped from it. How long they thus stood 
neither knew. He was looking at her ; she 
had bent her head, and the sun on her hair 
was more glorious than on the gorse-flowers. 
He would have pierced to the depth of her 
soul and read it if he could, but he was baffled. 
There was an impenetrable veil over it, through 
which he could not see. 

' You do not — you have not loved me,' he 
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said with an effort. This was the meaning of 
her coldness, her reserve. Then he put out 
his left hand and touched her, touched her 
lightly on the bosom. That light touch was 
powerfiil as the rod of Moses on the rock in 
Horeb. Her self-control deserted her. She 
clasped her hands on her breast, and bowed, 
and burst into convulsive weeping, which was 
made worse by her efforts to arrest it and to 
speak. 

Hillary said nothing. He was too dazed to 
ask for any explanation, too stupefied by the 
unexpected declaration that cut away for ever 
the ground of his happiness. 

She waved her hand. 'Leave me alone. 
Go, Larry, go ! I can tell you nothing more ! 
Let me alone ! Oh, leave me alone, Larry ! ' 

He could not refuse to obey, her distress 
was so great, her entreaty so urgent. Silent, 
filled with despair, with his eyes on the ground, 
he went along the straight-cut path towards 
the road, and nearly ran against Kate. 
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* Oh I you here ! ' exckimed the lively girl, 
* then Honor is not far distant. Where is she ? 
What, yonder! and I have been to Langford 
to look for her. What is the matter? Oh, 
fiddlesticks ! you have been making yourselves 
and each other miserable. There is no occasion 
for that till all is desperate, and it is not so yet. 
Come along, Larry, back to Honor. I must 
see her ; I want to tell her something, and you 
may as well be by. You are almost one of the 
family.' 

She made him follow her. Honor had re- 
covered her compasure when left to herself, 
unwatched, and she was able to disguise her 
emotions from her sister. 

*0h. Honor! ' exclaimed Kate, *I have some- 
thing to tell you. I think you've been a fool, 
and too precipitate — I do indeed, and so 
does Sam Voaden. A little while ago I chanced 
to go down the lane after some water, when, 
curiously enough, Sam was coming along it, and 
we had a neighbourly word or two between us. 
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I told Sam all about Charles, and what Mr. 
Langford charged him with/ 

* Kate — ^you never — ! ' gasped Honor in 
dismay. 

*I did. Why not? Where's the hurt? 
Sam swore to me he'd tell no one.' 

* What is this ? ' asked Hillary. 

* Don't you know?' retorted Kate. 'What, 
has Honor not told you ? Faith I there never 
was another girl like her for padlocking her 
tongue. I'm sure I could not keep from telling. 
Sam saw I was in trouble and asked the reason, 
and my breast was as full as my pitcher, so it 
overflowed. Well, Honor, Sam is not such a 
fool as some suppose. He has more sense than 
all we Luxmores put together — ^leastways, than 
we had last night. He says he don't believe a 
word of it, and that you was to blame for act- 
ing on it till you knew it was true.' 

* It is true. I know it is true,' said Honor 
disconsolately. ' It is no use denying it.' 

* But, as Sam said, why act on it till it is 
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proved? Where is Charles? All you know 
is from Tavemer Langford, and he is an inte- 
rested party ; he may be mistaken, or he may 
put things wrong way on wilfully.' 

' No, K!ate, no ! You should not have 
spoken.' 

' But I have spoken. If a pitcher is full, 
will it not run over the brim ? I have been 
over-fiill, and have overflowed. That is nature, 
my nature, and I can't help it. No hurt is 
done. Sam will not talk about it to anyone ; and 
what he says shows more sense than is to be 
found in all the nine heads that go under our 
cottage roof, wise as you consider yourself. 
Honor. Sam says nothiDg ought to be pro- 
mised or done till Charles has been seen and 
you have heard what account he can give of 
himself.' 

' His letter, Kate ? ' 

'Well, what of his letter? He says nothing 
about stealing in it — stealing a thousand pounds. 
What he says may mean no more than his 
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running away and leaving ninepence a day for 
nothing.' 

' I am sorry you spoke,' said Honor. 

' I am glad I spoke,' said Kate sharply. ' I 
tell you Sam's brain is bigger than all our nine. 
He saw the rights of the matter at once, and — 
look here ! — ^he promised me that he would go 
and find Charles if he's gone no further than 
Plymouth.' 

^ You told him where he was ! ' exclaimed 
Honor, aghast. 

' Of course I did. I wasn't going to send 
him oflf searching to Lundy Isle or Patagonia. 
Well, Sam says that he'll go and find him on 
certain conditions ? * 

* On what conditions ? ' 

' Never mind, they don't concern you, they 
are private. And he wants to have a talk with 
Larry first; but Sam says he don't believe 
Charles took the money. He's too much of 
a Luxmore to act dishonourable, he said.' 
Honor was still unconvinced. 'Larry,' con- 
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tinued Kate, * will you go at once to Swaddle- 
down and see Sam ? ' 

'Yes; but I understand nothing of what 
this is about. You must explain it to me.' 

* No, Larry, go to Sam — ^he knows all.' 

In after years, when the gorse was flowering 
full. Honor said to Larry, 'The honey scent 
always brings back to my memory one day.' 

'Yes,' he rephed; 'the furze is like love, 
thorns and flowers ; but the flowers grow, and 
swell, and burst, and blaze, and swallow up the 
thorns, that none are seen.' 
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CHAPTEK XXXIV. 

THE VISITATION. 

The amazement of Larry was equalled by his 
indignation when he heard from Sam Voaden 
the whole story of the charge against Charles, 
and of Honor consenting to save him at the 
cost of herself. He did not share Sam's confi- 
dence in the groundlessness qf the charge ; he 
thought Charles quite rascal enough to have 
robbed his master and bolted with the money. 
Nevertheless he thought that the best thing 
that could be done was for Sam to go after 
Charles, as he himself could not do so, on 
account of his arm and collar-bone; and he 
urged on Voaden to use his best endeavours, 
if he found Charles, which was doubtful, to 
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persuade him to return the money, through 
him, to Langford. 

' When he finds that he is suspected he 
may do that, especially if you threaten to hand 
him over to the -constables should he refuse.' 

' I don't believe he ever took it/ said Sam. 
' I know Charles better than you.' 

Hillary was coming away from Swaddle- 
down, along the road or lane to Broadbury, 
when he met his uncle Tavemer, in his Sunday 
suit, a hat on his head, walking along lustily, 
with a stick in his hand. 

Larry stood in the way. 

' Uncle Tavemer,' he said. 

' Stand aside,' said Langford roughly. 

' One word.' 

' Not one ! I have nothing to do with you 
or yours. Stand aside that I may pass on.' 

' I cannot ; I will not ! You are in my 
path, not I in yours — that is, in the path of my 
Hfe's happmess.' 

Langford looked at him interrogatively. 
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' Uncle Langford, I must speak to you.' 

*I am busy, I have to go to the church. 
It is the rural dean's visitation. I am church- 
warden.' 

* I will not detain you long.' 

' I will not be detained at all.' 

' I must speak to you, uncle. You are too 
— too cruel ! you have come between me and 
happiness.' 

' Get along. Don't think anything you say 
will make me leave Langford to you.' 

' It is .not that. I have not given that a 
thought. But, Honor ' 

' What of Honor ? ' asked Taverner sharply, 
stopping. 

*I love her, uncle — I love her with my 
whole heart. I always have loved her, more 
or less, but now I love her as I can love no 
one else.' 

' Oh, that is it I ' exclaimed the old man, 
bending his brows, and disguising his agitation 
and annoyance by striking the stones out of 
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the road with the end of his stick. * A boy's 
fancy, light as thistle-seed ; and a boy s head is 
as full of fancies as a thistle is of seed.' 

' Nothing of the sort,' said the young man 
vehemently. ' There is no one but Honor can 
make me what I know I ought to become. 
I have never had a mother or a sister to guide 
me. I have grown up unchecked, unadvised, 
and now I want my dear, dear Honor to help 
me to be what I should be, and am not 
Uncle ! you sneer at Chimsworthy because it is 
full of docks, and thistles, and rushes, but I am 
like that — worthy land, and none but Honor 
can weed me. Why do you come cruelly 
in between us, and kill her happiness as well 
as mine ? Her you cannot make other than 
noble and true, but me ! — me, without her you 
will ruin. I must have Honor! I cannot live 
without her. Oh, uncle, uncle ! what are you 
doing? It is unworthy of you to use poor 
Honor's necessity to wring from her her con- 
sent. You know she only gives it to save her 
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brother. Why, because she is generous, would 
you take advantage of her generosity ? ^ 

The lad pleaded with earnestness, vehe- 
mence, and with tears in his voice. Tavemer 
looked at him, and thought, ' How Uke he is 
to his mother ! This is Blandina's face and 
Blandina's voice. He is not a Nanspian, he is 
a Langford.' But he said roughly, 'Pshaw! 
let me go by. The rural dean is waiting. Do 
not you mistake me for a weathercock to be 
turned by every breath. You must get over 
your fancy — ^it is a fancy — or change it to 
regard for Honor as your aimt. Do not 
attempt to move me. What is settled is 
settled.' 

As Hillary still interposed himself between 
Laogford and his course the old man raised his 
stick. 

* Come ! must I strike you ? ' he said angrily. 
' I've spoken to you more freely than you 
deserve. Stand aside. I am not to be turned 
from my way by you or any other.' 
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He went forward headlong, striking about 
him with his stick, and was not to be further 
stayed. He went, as he said, to the church to 
meet the rural dean, but not only because 
summoned — ^he went also to see him as surro- 
gate, and obtain a marriage hcence. 

' A Langford cannot be married by banns,' 
he said. ' And I'm not going to have every-^ 
one in church sniggering when our names are 
called.' 

As he went along the road, head down, 
muttering, the face of Hillary haunted him — 
pale with sickness, refined, spiritualised by 
suffering, not the suffering of the body but of 
the mind. He was strangely like Blandina 
in her last sickness, and there were tones in his 
voice of entreaty that brought back to Langford 
memories of his sister and of his mother. 

He arrived at the church before the rector 
and the rural dean. The latter was taking re- 
freshment at the parsonage a mile away. Would 
Nanspian be there ? He did not wish to meet 
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him, but he would not be away lest it should 
be said he had feared to meet him. Nanspian 
was not there. He had forgotten all about the 
visitation. 

*He wants a deal of reminding/ said the 
clerk, who had unlocked the church. 'He 
forgets mDst things worse than ever since his 
stroke.* 

Langford disengaged himself from the 
clerk and entered the church — a noble build- 
ing, of unusual beauty. In the nave at his 
feet was a long slate stone, and the name 
TAVERNER LANGFORD. He knew very well that 
the stone was there, with its inscription and 
the date 1635 ; but as he stood looking at 
it an uncomfortable feeling came over him, 
as if he were standing at the edge of his own 
grave. He was alone in the church. The 
air was chill and damp, and smelt of decay. 
The dry-rot was in the pews. The slates were 
speckled, showing that the church roof was the 
haunt of bats, who flew about in flights when 
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darkness set in. If it were cold and damp in 
the church, what must it be in the vault below ? 
He knew what was there — ^the dust of many 
Langfords, one or two old lead coffins crushed 
down by their own weight. And he knew 
that some day he would lie there, and the 
' Taverner Langford ' on the stone would apply 
to him as well as to his ancestor. How hor- 
rible to be there at night, with the cold eating 
into him, and the smell of mildew about 
him, and the bats fleeting above him I The 
thought made him uneasy, and he went out 
of the church into the sunhght, thinking that 
he would pay a woman to scour the stone 
of the bat-stains which befouled it. He had 
never dreamed of doing this before, but when 
he considered that he must himself lie there, he 
took a loathing to the bats, and an indignation 
at the vault-covering stone being disfigured by 
them. 

He walked through the coarse grass to where 
his sister was laid. She was not buried in the 
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family vault. Nanspian had not wished 

it. 

The clerk came to him. 

'Mr. Nanspian had a double-walled grave 
made,' said the clerk, who was also sexton. 
* Polks laughed, I mind, when he ordered it, 
and said he was sure to marry again — a fine 
lusty man like he. But they were wrong. He 
never did. He has bided true to her memory.' 

* I would never have forgiven him had he 
done other,' said Langford. 

*I reckon you never forgive him, though 
he has not,' said the solemn clerk. 

Langford frowned and moved his shoulders 
uneasily. 

'The grave is cared for,' said he in a 
churlish tone. 

'Young Larry Nanspian sees to that,' 
answered the clerk. ' If there be no other 
good in him there is that — ^he don't forget 
what is due to his mother, though she be 
dead.' 
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Langford put his stick to the letters on the 
headstone. 'In loving memory of Blandina 
Nanspian, only daughter of Moses Langford, of 
Langford, gent/ * Oh ! ' muttered Tavemer, 
* my father could call himself a gentleman 
when he had Chimsworthy as well as Lang- 
ford, but I suppose I can't call myself 
anything but yeoman on my poor farm. 
Blandina should never have married, and then 
Chimsworthy would not have gone out of the 
family.' 

' But to whom would both have gone after 
your death, Mr. Langford?' asked the clerk. 
''Twould be a pity if an old ancient family 
like yours came to an end, and, I reckon, 
some day both will be joined again, by Mr. 
Larry.* 

' No, no ! — no, no ! ' growled Tavemer, and 
walked away. He saw the rural dean and 
the rector coming through the churchyard 
gate. 

An hour later, Taverner was on his way 
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home. He had paid the fee, made the neces- 
sary application, and would receive the licence 
on the morrow. It was too late for him 
to draw back, even had he been inclined. 
Taverner was a proud man, and he was obsti- 
nate. He flattered himself that when he had 
once resolved on a thing he always went 
through with it; no dissuasion, no impedi- 
ments turned him aside. But he was not easy 
in mind as he walked home. Never before 
had he seen the family likeness so strong in 
Larry ; he had caught an occasional look of 
his mother in the boy's face before, but now 
that he was ill in mind and body the likeness 
was striking. Taverner still laid no great 
weight on Larry's expressed attachment for 
Honor ; he did not know that love was not a 
fiction, and was unable to conceive of it as 
anything more than a passing fancy. What 
really troubled the old man was the prospect 
of disarrangement of his accustomed mode of 
hfe. When he was married his wife would 
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claim entrance into his parlour, and would 
meddle with what he had there, would use 
his desk, would come in and out when he 
was busy, would talk when he wanted quiet. 
A housekeeper could be kept in order by 
threat of dismissal, but a wife was tied for hfe. 
Then — how about Larry? He might forbid 
him the house, but would he keep away? 
Would not he insist on seeing his old friend 
and companion and love, Honor ? That would 
be dangerous to his own peace of mind, might 
threaten his happiness. He remembered some 
words of Mrs. Veale, and his blood rushed 
through his head like a scalding wave. 

When he came to his door Mrs. Veale 
was there. She seemed to know by instinct 
his purpose in going to Bratton. 

' Have you got it, master ? ' she asked 
with husky voice and fluttering eyehds. 

' Got what ? ' 

' What you went to get — the licence.' 

'It is coming by post to-morrow. Are 
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you satisfied ? ' he asked, sneering, and with 
a glance of dislike. 

'A corpse-light came up the lane and 
danced on the doorstep last night,' said Mrs. 
Veale. ' And you are thinking of marrying ! 
" rd better have left things as they were," said 
the man who scalded his dog to clear it of 
fleas. The spider spread for a midget and 
caught a hornet. " Marry come up," said the 
mote (tree-stump), " I will wed the flame ; " so 

she took him, embraced him, and ' Mrs. 

Veale stooped to the hearth, took up a handful 
of light wood-ash, and blew it in her master's 
face from her palm, then said, ' Ashes, remain.' 

The ensuing night the house was disturbed. 
Tavemer Langford was ill, complaining of 
violent sickness, cramps, and burning in the 
throat. He must have a doctor sent for from 
Okehampton. 

* Get a doctor's foot on your floor and he 
leaves his shoes,' said Mrs. Veale. ' No, wait till 
morning. If you're no better then we will send.' 
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* Go out of my room/ shouted l^vemer to 
the farm men and maids who had crowded in. 
His calls and hammerings with the stick had 
roused everyone in the house. ' Do you think 
I am going to die because I'm took with 
spasms? Mrs. Veale is enough. Let hei 
remain.' 

' I reckon I caught a chill standing in the 
damp church with the smell of the vaults in 
my nose,' said Taverner, sitting in his chair 
and groaning. ' I felt the cold rise.' 

' It is waiting,' remarked Mrs. Veale, 

' What is waiting ^ ' he asked irritably. 

' The corpse-candle ; I see it on the door- 
step. And you that should be considering to 
have the bell tolled ordering a wedding peal ! 
Those who slide on ice must expect falls, 
and elephants mustn't dance on tight-ropes. 
Eabbits that burrow in bogs won't have dry 
quarters. The fox said, " Instead of eating I 
shall be eaten," when, seeking a hen-roost, he 
walked into a kennel.' 
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CHAPTEE XXXV. 



A WARNING. 



The day was wet ; a warm south-westerly wind 
was breathing, not blowing, and its breath was 
steam, a steam that condensed into minute 
water-drops. The thatch was dripping. The 
window panes were blind with shiny films of 
moisture. There had been dry weather for 
the haysel, glorious weather, and now, just 
when wanted, the earth was bathed in a cloud. 
It would be inaccurate to say that it rained. 
It rained only under the eaves and beneath the 
trees ; the earth was taking a vapour bath. 

Honor and Kate were in the cottage, basket- 
weaving. The children were at school. No 
wet dismays the Devonian, but east wind 
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throws him on liis back, and he shrivels with 
frost. Kate had recovered her spirits mar- 
vellously since her interview with Sam Voaden, 
. She had a buoyant heart ; it was like a cork in 
water, that might be pressed imder, but came 
up with a leap again. She felt keenly for the 
time, but wounds speedily healed with her. 
It was other with Honor; she remained de- 
pressed, pale, thin looking, and silent. She 
said nothing to her sister about Hillary. Kate 
had some glimmering idea that Honor liked 
the young man, but did not suppose that there 
was more in her heart than a liking. But 
Kate, though she dearly loved her sister, was 
somewhat in awe of her. She never ventured 
to peer into her soul, and she understood 
nothing of what went on there. Honor was 
scrupulous, precise, close ; and Kate, though a 
good-hearted, true girl, was not close, but open, 
not precise, but careless, and ready to stretch 
a point of conscience to suit her pleasure. 
Kate, in the presence of Honor, was much like 
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an unmathematical boy set over a problem in 
Euclid. She was sure that all was very true 
in Honor's mind, but also that the process 
by which it arrived at its conclusions was 
beyond her understanding. Honor possessed, 
what is the prerogative of few women, a just 
mind. Forced by her position into dividing 
between the children who looked up to her, 
obhged to consider their complaints against 
each other in petty quarrels from opposite 
sides, and of deciding equably, she had ac- 
quired breadth and fairness and seltrestoaint, 
against action upon impulse. Kate was eager 
to take sides, and was partial; Honor never. 
She was always disposed to consider that there 
was something to be said on the side opposed 
to that first presented to her, and was cautious 
not to pronounce an opinion till she had heard 
both sides. This Kate could not understand, 
and she regarded her sister as wanting in 
warmth and enthusiasm. 

' No news yet from Sam,' said Kate. ' That 
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is odd. I thought we should have known at 
once about Charles/ 

* How could that be ? Plymouth is a large 
place, and Sam Voaden will not know where 
to look. It is even possible that Charles may 
have sailed.' 

*K he has sailed you need not be tied to 
old Langford — that is, not unless you like.' 

* I have passed my word. I cannot with- 
draw.' 

* Fiddlesticks-ends ! You only promised on 
condition that Mr. Langford would not proceed 
against Charles.' 

' He has not proceeded.' 

* He can't — if Charles is out of England.' 
'But he might have done so the day he 

discovered his loss, before Charles got away. 
T gave my word to prevent his taking imme- 
diate action, and so Charles had time to make 
his escape from the country.' 

' Tavemer Langford had no right to ask it 
of you.' 
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' He did ask it, and I gave my word. I 
cannot withdraw now. That would not be 
fair and right/ 

Kate shrugged her shoulders. *I should 
pay him out in his own coin.' 

' Like Charles at the circus ? ' 

Kate coloured. ' That was another mat- 
ter altogether. Mr. Langford had no right 
to put such a price on his forbearance. 
Besides, I don't beheve in Charles's guilt. 
Sam does not, and, thick as some folks think 
Sam, he has as much brains as are wanted to 
fill a large skull, and these of first quaUty. 
Sam can see into a millstone.' 

' Yes, Kate, but what is in a millstone ? — 
the same as outside.' 

' Sam says that he knows Charles is inno- 
cent.' 

' What reasons does he give ? ' 

' Oh, none at all. I did not ask for 
any. He thinks it, that is enough for 



me.' 
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* He thinks it, now ; he knows it, a minute 
ago/ 

*I am quite sure that Charles never took 
the money/ 

*Why?' 

'There you are again with your "whys." 
Because Sam says it.' 

*Yes, dear Kate, Sam is a good-hearted 
fellow, who will not think badly of anyone, 
and he supposes others are as straightforward 
as himself/ 

* You have a dozen splendid reasons for 
thinking Charles a thief, and not one of them 
convinces me, I don't know why, except that 
Sam is so positive ; but I will scratch all the 
silver oflf my looking-glass if I am wrong. 
Charles did not take the money.' 

Honor said no more. It was useless arguing 
with Kate, and nothing was gained if she did 
convince her. The girls worked on for a few 
minutes in silence ; then Kate burst out with, 
* After all, I do not see anything so dreadful 
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in becoming Mrs. Langford. One cannot have 
everything. Taverner has not the youth and 
looks of — say Sam Voaden, but Sam Voaden 
has no money of his own, and Mr. Langford 
can roll in money when his back itches. Lang- 
ford is a very fine property still, and the 
house is first-rate. If I take Sam at any time — 
I don't say I shall — I shall have to put up 
with poverty. If you take Taverner Langford 
you must put up with ugliness. You can't 
catch herring and hake at one fishing.' Then 
she burst into a ringing laugh. 

' It win be worth while marrying him only 
for the fun of making Larry Nanspian call you 
aunt.' Honor winced, but Kate was too 
tickled by the idea to observe her sister's 
face. 

* When is it to be. Honor ? It is mean of 
you to be so secret about the day. I am your 
sister, and I ought to know.' 

' I only do not tell you because you cannot 
keep a secret, and I wish no one to know till 
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all is over. Some morning when nothing is ex- 
pected, it ' She shivered and turned her 

face to the wall. 

*I will not blab. I will not, indeed, 
dear/ 

* Some day this week. Well, if you must 
know, Thursday. Pray be secret ; you will 
only add to my pain, my shame, if it be known, 
and a crowd of the curious be assembled to see. 
He also wished it to be kept from getting wind. 
Indeed, he insisted.' 

* I don't like a marriage without smart 
dresses and bridesmaids. Who is to be best 
man? I don't believe old Tavemer has a 
friend anywhere. Why — ^Honor, he'll be my 
brother-in-law. That is a strange prospect. 
We'll come up to Langford and see you 
every day, that you may not be dull. What 
are you going to do with Mrs. Veale? You 
are surely not going to keep her ! Do you 
know, Honor, in the kitchen is a darhng china 
spaniel, just like ours yonder on the mantel- 
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piece, and he turns his head the opposite way 
to ours. I'm really glad you are going to 
marry Mr. Langford, because then the dogs 
will make a pair. They look so desolate, one 
here and the other there ; they are ordained to 
keep company.' Honor said nothing ; she let 
her sister rattle on without paying heed to her 
tattle. 

' Honor,' said Kate, ' do you know whence 
Charles got the notion of puttrog the five- 
pound note under the dog? Guess.' 
' I cannot guess. It does not matter.' 
*Yes, it does matter. Charles got the 
notion from sweet Mrs. Veale. When I was 
at Langford looking for you, I saw that she 
used the dog as a place for putting things 
away that must not lie about. If you turn one 
of these china dogs on end, you will see that 
they are hollow. Well, Mrs. Veale had 
stuffed a packet of rat poison into the dog. 
You remember the man at the Eevel who sold 
hones and packets of poison for mice and rats ? 
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Do you not recollect the board above his table 
with the picture on it of the vermin tumbUng 
about as if drunk, and some lying on their 
backs dead ? All his packets were in yellow 
paper with a picture on them in small like 
that on the board. It does not seem right to 
let poison lie about. I should lock it up if I 
had it ; but Mrs. Veale is unlike everyone else 
in her appearance and in her talk, and, I 
suppose, in her actions. She keeps the yellow 
paper of. rat-poison in the body of the china 
spaniel. I saw her take it thence, and stow it 
in there again. The place is not amiss. No 
one would dream of looking there for it. 
Who knows? Perhaps Mrs. Veale keeps her 
money in the same place. Charles may have 
seen that, and when he came here, and wanted 
to give us five pounds and escape thanks, he 
put it under the dog. That is reasonable, is it 
not. Honor ? ' Honor did not answer. 

* I declare ! ' exclaimed Kate impatiently. 
* You have not been attending to what I said.' 

VOL IT. s 
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■■,,'. * Yes, I have, Kate.' . .; 

'What was I saying? Tell me if you 



can.' 



*^ You said that Mrs. Veale kept her money 
in A china dog on the chimneypiece.' 

fNo, I did not. I said she kept rat- 
poison, there in a jrellow paper.' 

*Yes, Kate, so you did. She hides the 
poison there lest careless hands should get hold 
of it.' 

^'I am glad you have had the civility to 
listen. You seemed to me to be in a dream. 
I don't think, after all. Honor, but for Sam, 
that I should mind being iii your place. It 
must be an experience as charming as new to 
have money at command. After all, an old 
man in love is led by the nose, and you. Honor, 
he must love, so you can take him about, and 
make him do exactly what you want. I 
almost envy you. Where. is father? ' 

' Gone to see Frize, the shoemaker. I had 
a pair of shoes ordered from him two months 
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ago, and father has gone to see if they are 
done. I shall want them on Thursday.' 

* Father is quite pleased at the idea of your 
marriage. I know he is. He makes sure of 
getting Coombe Park. He says that Mr. Lang- 
ford will lend the money; and he expects 
grand days when we get our own again. 
Father don't believe any more in Charles being 
guilty, after I told him Sam's reasons.' 

^ What reasons ? ' 

* Well, I mean assertions. Does father know 
the day on which you are to be married ? ' 

' No, Kate. Mr. Langford wished him not 
to be told. Father is so obliging, so good- 
natured, that if anyone were to press him to 
tell, he could not keep the secret, so we thought 
it best not to let him know till just at the last.* 

* Won't father be proud when you are at 
Langford! Why, the van will not contain 
all his self-importance. To have his eldest 
daughter married into one of the best and 
oldest families of the neighbourhood, to be 

8 2 
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planted in the best house — after Squire 
Impey's — in the parish! My dear Honor! 
an idea strikes me. Shall I throw myself at 
Squire Impey's head ? Father would go stark 
mad with pride if that were so— that is, if I suc- 
ceeded. And if he got Coombe back, we three 
would rule the parish. We might all three 
become feoffees of Coryndon's Charity, and pass 
the land round among us. That would be 
grand ! Honor ! what is to be done with Mrs. 
Veale ? I cannot abide the woman. It was a 
queer idea, was it not, putting the rat-poison 
in the china dog ? ' 

All at once Kate looked up. *My dear 
Honor, talk of somebody that shall be name- 
less, and he is sure to appear.' She spoke in a 
whisper, as Mrs. Veale came from the steps in 
at the door. She had a dark cloak thrown 
over her pale cotton dress. She stood in the 
doorway blinking nervously. 

Honor stood up, put her light work aside, 
and, with her usual courtesy to all, went 
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towards her. * Do you want me, Mrs. Veale ? 
Will you take a cliair ? ' 

' No, I will not sit down. So ' — she looked 
about — ' you will go from a hovel to a man- 
sion! At least, so you expect. Take care! 
Take care, lest, in trying to jump into the 
saddle, you jump over the horse.' 

Honor moved a chah* towards the woman. 
Kate looked curiously at her. The pale, faded 
creature stood looking about her in an inquisi- 
tive manner. * I've come with a message,' she 
said. 'You are very set on getting into 
Langford, eh? Oh, Langford is a palace to 
this cottage.' 

Honor did not answer. She drew up her 
head, and made no further offer of a seat. 
'What is your message?' she asked coldly. 
But Kate fired up in her sister's defence, and, 
tossing her head, said, 'Don't you suppose, 
Mrs. Veale, that Honor, or my father, or I, or 
Joe, or any of us think that a prize has been 
drawn in yoiu: master. Quite the other way — 
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he is in luck. He don't deserve what he has 
got, for Honor is a treasure/ 

' What message have you brought ? ' asked 
Honor again. 

The vindictiveness against the girl seemed 
to have disappeared from the woman — at least, 
she did not look at Honor with the same male- 
volent glance ias formerly ; and, indeed, she was 
not now so full of hate against her as anger 
against Langford— the deadUer passion had ob- 
scured the weaker. 

* What is the message ? ' she repeated. 

'Oh, this: You and your father are to 
come up to Langford as soon as you can. 
Lawyer Physick be there and waiting.' Then, 
•with quivering voice and eyelids, and trem- 
bling hands thrust through her black cloak, 
* I — ^I be sent tvi' this message. He had the 
face to send me ! Him that I've served true, 
and followed as a hound these fifteen years, 
turns against me now, and drives me from 
his door ! Look here. Miss Honor Luxmore I ' 
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She held up her long white finger before 
her face. ' I've knowed a man as had a dog, 
and that dog wi' ill-treatment went mad, and 
when the dog were mad she bit her master, 
and he died/ She blinked and quivered, and 
as she quivered the water-drops flew off her 
ploak over the slate floor, almost as if a poodle 
had shaken himself. ' Take care ! ' she said 
again, ' take care ! The man that kicks at me 
won't spare you. Take care, I say again. Be 
warned against him. I've given you his mes- 
sage, but don't take it. Don't go to Lang- 
ford. Let Lawyer Physick go away. The 
licence has come. Let it go to Ught a fire. 
Make no use of it. Stay where you are, and let 
the master find he's been made a fool of. Best 
so ! In the hitting of naik you may hammer 
your knuckles. I've served him fifteen years 
as if I were his slave, and now he bids me 
pack. " I should have thought of my thatch 
before I fired my chimney," said the man who 
was burnt out of house and home.' 
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*Go back to Langford, and say that my 
father and I will be there shortly/ ' 

* Then take the consequences/ Mrs. Veale's 
eyes for a moment glittered like steel, then 
disappeared under her winking white lashes. 
She turned and left the cottage, muttering, 
'When the owl hoots look out for sorrow. 
When the dog bays he smells death, and I am 
his dog — and, they say, his blinking owl.' 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



A SETTLEMENT. 



Oliveb Luxmobe entered shortly after Mrs. 
Veale had left. ' Frize promises the shoes by 
Monday,' he said. 

Then Honor told him that he and she 
were awaited at Langford, and she went 
upstairs to get herself ready. In the corner of 
her room was an old oak box, in which 
she kept her clothes and few treasures. She 
opened it, and took out the red cloak, her best 
and brightest pair of red stockings. Then she 
touched the paper that contained the kerchief 
Larry had given her. Should she wear it? 
No ; that she could not wear, and yet she felt 
as if to have it crossed over her bosom would, 
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give it warmth and strength. She opened the 
paper and looked at the white silk, with its 
pretty moss-rose buds and sprigs of forget-me- 
not. A tear fell from her eye on it. She 
folded it up again, and put it away. 

Presently she came downstairs, dressed to 
go with her father. On Sundays she wore a 
straw bonnet with cherry-coloured ribbons in 
it, but now that the air was full of moisture sh^e 
could not risk her pretty bows in the wet. 
She would draw the hood of her scarlet cloak 
over her head. 

Neither she nor her father spoke much on 
the way to Langford. He was, as Kate had 
said, not ill-pleased at the alliance — ^indeed, but 
for the trouble about Charles, he would have 
been exultant. 

Honor had been brought to accept what 
was best for her and for all the family at last. 
Ohver had easily accepted Kate's assertion that 
Charles was innocent, but he would not main- 
tain the innocence of Charles before Honor, 
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lest it should cause her to draw back from her 
engagement. 

Even on a fine day, with the sun streaming 
in at the two windows, Langford's parlour was 
not cheerful. It was panelled with deal, 
painted slate-grey ; the mouldings were coarse 
and heavy. There were no curtains to the 
windows, only blinds, no carpet on the floor, 
and the furniture was stiff, the chairs and sofa 
covered with black horsehair. What was in 
the room was in sound condition and substan- 
tial, but tasteless. Even the table was bare of 
cover. Till Honor entered in her scarlet cloak 
there was not a speck of pure colour in the 
room. She removed her cloak, and stood in a 
dark gown, somewhat short, showing below it 
a strip of red petticoat and her red stockings. 
Bound her neck was a white haadkerchief, of 
cotton, not of silk. 

Mr. Physick and Langford were at the table ; 
they were waiting, and had been expecting them. 
Both rose to receive her and her father, the 
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first with effusion, the latter with some embar- 
rassment. 

' What is the matter with you, sir ? ' asked 
the carrier of Tavemer Langford. ' You don't 
look yourself to-day.' 

'I've been unwell,' answered the yeoman. 
* I had to be down at the church t'other day to 
meet the rural dean, as I'm churchwarden, and 
Nanspian is too lazy to act; I heated myself 
with walking, and I had an encoimter with the 
young Merry Andrew on the way.' He glanced 
at Honor, but she neither stirred nor raised her 
eyes from the table. ' Some words passed. He 
was impudent, and I nigh on thrashed him. I 
would have chastised him, but that he had a 
broken arm. My blood was up, and I had to 
stand in the damp church, and I reckon I got 
a chill there. I was taken bad in the night, 
and thought I must die — burning pains and 
cramps, but it passed off. I'm better now. It 
was an inflammation, but I'm getting right 
again. I have to be careful what I eat, that is 
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alL Slops — slops. I wouldn't dare touch 
that/ said he, pointing to a brandy bottle beside 
the lawyer. * It would feed the fire and kill me.' 

' My opinion is that the affection is of the 
heart, not of the stomach,' laughed Physick, 
* and when I look at Miss Honor I'm not sur- 
prised at the burning. Enough to set us all in 
flames, eh, Langford ? Heartburn, man, heart- 
burn ! — nothing worse than that, and now 
you're going to take the best medicine to cure 
that disorder.' 

' Not that at all,' said Tavemer surlily. ' I 
caught a chUl across me standing waiting in 
the church at the visitation ; I felt the cold and 
damp come up out of the vault to me. I was 
taken ill the same night.' * 

' You've a nice house here,' said the lively 
Physick, ' a little cold such a day as this, with 
the drizzle against the windows, but — ^love will 
keep it warm. What do you think, Miss 
Honor, of the nest, eh ? Lined with wool, eh ? 
well, money is better than wool/ 



a70 RED SPIDER 

Honor measured him with a haughty glance, . 
and Physick, somewhat disconcerted, turned 
to the carrier and Mr. Langford to discuss, 
business. 

Honor remained standing, cold, composed, 
and resolute, but with a heart weaker than 
her outward appearance betokened. 'Come,' 
said Physick, ' next to the parson I'm the 
most necessary workman to hammer the chain. 
The parson can do something for the present, 
I for the future. If you will listen .to 
the settlement, you won't grumble at my 
part. Little as you may think of me, I've 
had your interests in eye. I've taken care of 
you.' 

* You have done hothing but what I have 
bid you,' said Tavemer roughly. ' Oliver 
Luxmore and I talked it over before you, and 
you have written what we decided.' 

' Oh, of course, of course ! ' exclaimed 
Physick, ' but there are two ways of doing a 
thing. A slip of the pen, a turn of expression. 
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and all is spoiled. I've been careful, and I do 
consider it hard that the parson who blesses the 
knot should be allowed to claim a kiss, and 
the lawyer who plaits it should not be allowed 
even to ask for one/ He glanced at Taverner 
and Oliver and winked. 

' Certainly, certainly,' said the carrier. 
* Come/ said Langford, ' to business. I want 
her' — ^he pointed with his elbow at Honor — 
* to see what I have done. I'm a fair man, and 
I want her to see that I have dealt generously 
by her, and to know if she be content.' 

' I have asked you for one thing, Mr. 
Langford, and that you have refused. I must 
needs be content with whatever you have 
decided for me, but I care for nothing else.' 

'listen, listen, Honor, before you speak,' 
said Oliver Luxmore. 'I have considered your 
interests as your father, and I think you will 
say that / also have dealt handsomely by 
you.' 

^You, dear father!' She wondered what 
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he could have done, he who had nothing, who 
was in debt. 

' Eead,' said Luxmore, and coughed a self- 
complacent, important cough. 

The settlement was simple. It provided 
that in the event of Honor becoming a widow, 
in accordance with a settlement made in the 
marriage of Moses Langford and Blandina Hill, 
the father and mother of Taverner Langford, the 
property should be charged to the amount of 
seventy-five pounds to be levied annually, and 
that, in the event of issue arising from the 
contemplated marriage, in accordance with the 
afore-mentioned settlement the property was to 
go to the eldest son, charged with the seventy- 
five pounds for his mother, and that every other 
child was, on its coming of age, to receive one 
hundred pounds, to be levied out of the estate. 
And it was further agreed between Taverner 
Langford and Oliver Luxmore that, in the event 
of the latter receiving the estates of the Lux- 
more family, named Coombe Park, in the parish 
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of Bratton Clovelly and other, lie, the said 
Oliver Luxmore, should pay to Taverner Lang- 
ford, the husband of his daughter, the sum of 
five hundred pounds to be invested in the three 
per cents, for the benefit of the said Honor 
Langford, alias Luxmore, during her lifetime, 
and to her sole use, and with power of disposal 
by will. This was the stipulation Ohver had 
made ; he insisted on this generous ofier being 
accepted and inserted in the marriage contract. 
Honor listened attentively to every word. She 
was indiflerent what provision was made for 
herself, but she hoped against conviction that 
Langford would bind himself to dp something 
for her father. Instead of that her father had 
bound himself to pay five hundred pounds in 
the improbable event of his getting Coombe 
Park. Poor father ! poor father ! 

' You have done nothing of what I asked/ 
said Honor. 

*I have no wish to act ungenerously,' 
answered Taverner. 'Your request was un- 

VOL. II. T 
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reasonable ; however, I have acted fairly, I 
have promised to advance your father a hundred 
pounds to assist him in the prosecuting of his 
claims.' 

'There/ said Oliver Luxmore, 'you see, 
Honor, that your marriage is about to help 
the whole family. We shall come by our 
lights at last. We shall recover Coombe 
Park.' 

Then Taverner went to the door and called 
down the passage, ' Mrs. Veale ! Come here ! 
You are wanted to witness some signatures.' 

The housekeeper came, paler, more trem- 
bling than usual, with her eyes fluttering, but 
with sharp malignant gleams flashing out of 
them from under the white throbbing lashes. 

' I be that nervous,' she said, ' and my hand 
shakes so I can hardly write.' 

She stooped, and indeed her hand did 
tremble. 'I'm cooking the supper,' she said, 
* you must excuse the apron.' As she wrote she 
turned her head and looked at her master. He 
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was not observing her, and the lawyer was indi- 
cating the place where she was to write and was 
holding down the sheet, but Honor saw the look 
full of deadly hate, a look that made her heart 
stand still, and the thought to spring into her 
brain, 'That woman ought not to remain in the 
house another hour, she is dangerous.' 

When Mrs. Veale had done, she rose, put 
her hands under her apron, curtsied, and said, 
' May I make so bold as to ask if that be the 
master's will ? ' 

' No, it is not,' said Langford. 

' Thank you, sir,' said Mrs. Veale, curtsey- 
ing again. ' You'll excuse the liberty, but if it 
had been, I'd have said, remember I've served 
your honour these fifteen years faithful as a 
dog, and now in my old age I'm kicked out, 
though not past work.' 

• She curtsied again, and went backward out 
of the room into the passage. 

Langford shut, slammed the door in her 

face. 

T 2 
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'Is the woman a little touched here?' 
asked the lawyer, pointing to his forehead, 

' Oh no, not a bit, only disappointed. She 
has spent fifteen years in laying traps for 
me, and I have been wise enough to avoid 
them all/ Then he opened the door sud- 
denly and saw her there, in the dark passage, 
her face distorted with passion and her fist 
raised. 

* Mrs. Veale,' said the yeoman, ' lay the 
supper and have done with this nonsense/ 

' I beg your pardon,' she said, changing her 
look and making another curtsey, * was it the 
marriage settlement now ? I suppose it was. I 
wish you every happiness, and health to enjoy 
your new condition. Health and happiness ! 
I'm to leave, and that young chick to take my 
place. May she enjoy herself. And, Mr. 
Langford, may you please, as long as you live, 
to remember me.' 

' Go along ! Lay the table, and bring in 
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VWhat will you please to take, master?' 
asked the woman ia an altered tone. 

' Bring me some broth, I'll take no solids. 
I'm not right yet. For the rest, the best you 
have in the house.' 

Mrs. Veale laid the table. The lawyer, 
Langford, the carrier, and Honor were seated 
round the room, very stiffly, silent, watching 
the preparations for the meal. 

Presently Honor started up. She was un- 
accustomed to be waited upon, incapable of 
remaining idle. 

' I will go help to prepare the supper,' she 
said, and went into the passage. 

This passage led directly from the front 
door through the house to the kitchen. It was 
dark ; all the light it got was from the front 
door, or through the kitchen when one or 
other door was left open. Originally the front 
door had opened into a hall or reception room 
with window and fireplace ; but* Taverner had 
battened off the passage, and converted the old 
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hall into a room where he kept saddles and 
bridles and other things connected with the 
stables. By shutting off the window by the 
partition he had darkened the passage, and 
consequently the kitchen door had invariably 
to be left open to light it. In this dark passage 
stood Honor, looking down it to the kitchen 
which was full of light, whilst she pinned up 
the skirt of her best gown, so as not to soil it 
whilst engaged in serving up the supper. As 
she stood thus she saw Mrs. Veale at the fire 
stirring the broth for her master in an iron 
saucepan. She put her hand to the mantelshelf, 
took down the china dog, and Honor saw her 
remove from its inside a packet of yellow 
paper, empty the contents into the pan, then 
burn the paper and pour the broth into a bowl. 
In a moment Kate's story of the rat poison in 
the body of the dog recurred to Honor, and 
she stood paralysed, unable to resolve what to 
do. Then she recalled the look cast at Tavemer 
by Mrs. Venle as she was signing the settlement 
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as witness. Honor reopened the parlour door, 
went into the room again she had just left, and 
seated herself, that she might collect her 
thoughts and determine what to do. Kate 
was not a reliable authority, and it was not 
judicious to act on information given by her 
sister without having proved it. Honor had 
seen Mrs. Veale thrust the yellow paper into 
the flames under the pot. She could not tliere- 
fore be sure by examination that it was the 
rat-poison packet. She remained half in a 
dream whilst the supper was laid, and woke 
with a start when Taverner said, * Come to 

* 

table all, and we will ask a blessing.' 

Honor slowly drew towards the table ; she 

looked round. Mrs. Veale was not there ; 

before Taverner stood the steaming bowl of 

soup. 

Langford murmured grace, then said, * Fall 

to. Oliver Luxmore, you do the honoiu:s. I 

can t eat, I'm forced to take slops. But Tm 

better, only I must be careful.' He put his 
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spoon into the basin, and would have helped 
himself, had not Honor snatched the bowl 
away and removed it to the mantelshelf. 

* You must not touch it,' she said. ^ I am 
not sure — I am afraid — I would not accuse 
wrongfully — it is poisoned.' 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 



A BOWL OF BROTH. 



The words were hardly out of Honor's mouth 
before the party were surprised by a noise 
of voices and feet in the kitchen, and a cry as 
of dismay or fear. A moment after the tramp 
was in the passage the parlour door was flung 
open, and Sam Voaden, Hillary Nanspian and 
his father. Piper, Charles Luxmore, and Mrs. 
Veale came in, the latter gripped firmly by 
Piper and Charles. 

' Here I am,' said young Luxmore, with his 
usual swagger, and with some elation in his 
tone, ' here I am, come to know what the deuce 
you mean, Mr. Langford, charging me — a gen- 
tleman — not to the face but behind the back, 
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with stealing your money ? Look here, Sam, 
produce the box. There is your cash — whether 
right or not I cannot say. I have taken none 
of it. I did not remove the case. Tell 'em 
where you found it, Sam.' 

'I found it in Wellon's Mound,' said the 
young man appealed to. ' I've been to 
Plymouth after Charles. I didn't beheve he 
was a thief, but I'd hard matter to find him. 
Howsomedever, I did in the end, and here he 
be. He came along ready enough. He was 
out of money — wanted to go to America, but 
had not the means of paying his passage, and 
not inclined to work it.' 

* I've lost a finger,' exclaimed Charles. 
* How could I work, maimed as I am ? — a 
wounded soldier without a pension ! That is 
shameful of an ungrateful country.' 

' He took on badly,' continued Sam, * when 
I told him that Mr. Langford said he had 
stolen his cashbox with a thousand pounds.' 

' I'm a Luxmore of Coombe Park,' said 
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Charles, drawing himself up. ' I'm not one of 
your vulgar thieves, not I. Mrs. Veale did her 
best to tempt me to take it, but I resisted it 
manfully. At last I ran away, afraid lest she 
should over-persuade me and get me into trouble, 
when I saw she had actually got the box. I 
ran away from Mrs. Veale, and because nine- 
pence a day wasn't sufficient to detain me. I 
wasn't over-sure neither that I hadn't, against 
my intention, broke the neck of Larry 
Nanspian. Now you know my reasons, and 
they're good in their way. Mrs. Veale, there, 
is a reg'lar bad un.' 

'As soon as Sam returned with Charles,' 
said Larry, ' they came on direct to Chims- 
worthy, and then Charles told us the whole 
tale, how Mrs. Veale had shown him where Mr. 
Langford kept his money, then how she'd 
enticed him out on the moor to Wellon's Cairn, 
and had let him see that she had carried off the 
box and had concealed it there. Charles told 
us that it was then that he ran away, and 
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frightened my horse so that I was thrown and 
injured/ 

* There was nothing ungentlemanly or un- 
soldierUke in my cutting away/ exclaimed 
Charles. * Adam was beguiled by Eve, and I 
didn't set myself up to be a better man than 
my great forefather. I'd like to know which 
of the company would like to be fondled by 
Mrs. Veale, and made much of, and coaxed to 
run away with her? She's a bad un. It 
wasn't like I should reciprocate.' 

* When we had heard the story,' continued 
Larry, ' I persuaded my father and Mr. Piper, 
who was at our house, to come along with us 
and see the whole matter cleared up. We 
went immediately to Wellon's Cairn, and found, 
as Charles Luxmore said we should, a stone 
box or coffin, hidden in the hill, with bushes of 
heather and peat over the hole. That we 
cleared away, and were able to put our hands 
in, and extracted from the inside this iron case. 
It is yours, is it not, Mr. Langford ? ' 
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He put the cashbox on the table, taking it 
into his left hand from his father. 

Taverner went to it and examined it. 
' Yes,' he said slowly, * this is the stolen box.' 

*The lock is uninjured, it is fast,' said 
Charles ; ' but I can tell you how to open it. 
"Ebal" is the word this year, and "Onam" was 
last year's word. Try the letters of the lock and 
the box will fly open. I know ; Mrs. Veale 
told me. A reg'lar bad un she be, and how 
she has worreted me the time I've been here ! 
— at ninepence, and Mrs. Veale not even good- 
looking.' 

' How about the five-pound note ? ' asked 
Langford, looking hard at Charles from under 
his contracted heavy brows. ' You can't deny 
you had that.' 

' What five-pound note? — what five-pound 
note have I had from you ? ' 

* The note you gave us, Charles,' explained 
his father. 

*0h, that. Did it come from your box? 
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I did not know it ; Mrs. Veale gave it me. 
Now, don't you glow'r at me that way ! ' This 
was to the housekeeper, who had turned her 
white, quivering face towards him. *Now 
don't you try to wriggle or shiver yourself out 
of my hold, for go you don't ; as you couldn't 
catch me, I've caught you, and to justice I'll 
bring you ; a designing, harassing, sweetheart- 
ing old female, you be ! ' He gripped her so 
hard that she exclaimed with pain. ' And to 
lay it on me when I was gone ! To make out 
I — that am innocent as the angels in heaven — 
was a thief! And I, a Luxmore of Coombe 
Park, and a hero of the Afghan War ! — I, that 
carried off' the sandal-wood gates of Somnath ! 
I, a thief ! I, indeed ! Mrs. Veale gave me, 
off* and on, money when I was short — I wasn't 
very flush on ninepence a day. A man of my 
position and bringing up and military tastes 
can't put up well with ninepence. I only 
accepted her money as a loan ; and when she 
let me have a five-pound note, I gave her a 
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promise to pay for it when I came into my 
property. How was I to know that five pound 
was not hers ? I suppose, by the way you ask, 
it was not ? ' 

* No/ said Langford, ' it was not ; it was 
taken from my box/ 

'That is hke her — a bad un down to the 
soles of her feet. Wanted to mix me up with 
it and have evidence against me. I reckon I've 
turned the tables on the old woman — consider- 
ably.' 

' What do you say to this ? ' asked Taverner, 
directing his keen eyes on her face. She was 
flickering so that it was impossible to catch her 
eyes. Her face was as though seen through 
the hot air over a kiln. 

^I've been in your service fifteen years,' 
she said, in a voice as vibrating as the muscles 
of her countenance. * I've been treated by you 
no better than a dog, and I've fi^Uowed you, 
and been true to you as a dog. Whenever 
did I take anything from you before? I've 
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watched for you against the mice that eat the 
corn, watched like an owl ! ' 

' You acknowledge this ? ' 

' What is the good of denying it ? Let me 
gOj for my fifteen years' faithful duty.' 

' No, no/ said Taverner with a hard voice. 
' Not yet ; I've something more to ask. Honor 
Luxmore, what did you say when you took 
my bowl of broth from me ? ' Honor drew back. 

'I spoke too hastily,' she said. 'I spoke 
without knowing.' 

' You said that the bowl contained poison. 
Why did you say that ? ' 

'It was fancy. Let me throw the broth 
away. I am sure of nothing.' Unlike her 
usual decision, Honor was now doubtful what 
to say and do. 

' I insist on knowing. I made a charge 
against your brother, and it has proved false, 
because it has been gone into. You have 
made a charge ' 

'I have charged no one.' 
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' You have said that this bowl ' — he took it 
from the shelf — * is poisoned. Why did you 
say that ? No one touched it, no one mixed it, 
but Mrs. Yeale. Therefore, when you said it 
was poisoned, you charged her with a dreadful 
crime ; you charged her, that is, with an at- 
tempted crime/ , ; 

* I heard my sister say that she saw a yellow 
packet of rat-poison in the china dog on the 
shelf in the kitchen,' said Honor nervously, 
f which— I do not mean the dog— I mean the 
poison, which Mrs. Veale had bought at the 
Eevel, and wheu I was in the passage just now 
I saw Mrs. Veale put the contents of this 
packet into the broth she was stirring on the 
fire, before pouring it out into the basin, in 
which it now is. But,' continued Honor, 
drawing a long breath, * but Kate is not very 
accurate ; she sometimes thinks she sees a 
thing when she has only imagined it, and she 
talks at random at times, just because she 
likes to talk.' 

VOL. II. u 
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' It was mace/ said Mrs. Veale. 

* Follow me,' ordered Tavemer Langford, 
taJdiig the basin between his hands, and going 
to the door. 'Let her go. She will follow 
me/ 

*rve followed at your heel as a dog these 
fifteen years,' muttered Mrs. VeaJe, * and now 
you know I must follow till you kick me away.' 

Charles, however, would not relinquish his 
hold. 

'Don't let her escape,' entreated Charles; 
' she's a bad un, and ought to be brought to 
justice for falsely charging me.^ 

'Open the door, will you?' said Tavemer 
roughly. 'Mrs. Veale, follow me into the 
harness-room ' — ^this was the room on the other 
side of the passage, the room made out of the 
entrance hall. 

Charles drew the woman through the door, 
and did not relax his hold till he had thrust 
her into the apartment where Langford wished 
to speak to her alone. 
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Tavemer and she were now &ce to face 
witiiout witnesses. The soft wann mist had 
changed to rain, that now pattered against the 
window. The room was wholly unfurnished. 
There was not a chair in it nor a table, 
^vemer had originally intended it as an office, 
but as he received few visitors he had come to 
use the parlour as reception room . and office, 
and had made this apartment, cut from the 
hall, into a receptacle for lumber. A range of 
p^ on the wall supported old saddles and the 
gear of cart-horses, and branches of bean* 
stalks, that had been hung there to dry for the 
preservation of seed. An unpleasant, stale 
odour hung about the room. The grate had 
not been used for many years, and was rusty ; 
rain had brought the soot down the chimney, 
and, as there was no fender, had spluttered it 
over the floor. The window panes were dirty, 
and cobwebs hung in the comers of the room 
from the ceiling — old cobwebs thick with dust. 
Moths had eaten into the stuffing of the saddlesi, 

V 2 
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and, disturbed by the current of air from the 
door, fluttered about. In the comer was a 
heap of sacks, with nothing in them, smelling 
of earth and tar. 

Tve served you faithful as a dog,' said 
Mrs. Veale. * Faithful as a dog,' she repeated ; 
' watched for you, wakeful as an owl.' 

' And like a dog snarl and snap at me with 
poisoned fangs/ retorted Mr. Langford. ' Stand 
there ! ' He pointed to a place opposite him, 
so that the light from the window fell on her, 
and his own face was in darkness. ' Tell me 
the truth ; what have you done to this broth ^ ' 

* If you think there's harm in it, throw it 
away,' said Mrs. Veale. 

' No, I will not. I will send it to Oke- 
hampton and have it analysed. Do you know 
what that means.? Examined whether there 
be anything in it but good juice of meat and 
water and toast.' 

^ There's mace,' said the woman ; ' I put in 
mace to spice it, and pepper and salt.' 
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* Anything else ? What do you keep in 
yellow paper, and in the china dog ? ' 

* Mace — every cook puts mace in soup. If 
you don't like it throw it away, and I will 
make you some without.' 

' Mrs. Veale, so there's nothing further in 
the soup .^ ' 

* Nothing.' 

' You warned me that a corpse-candle was 
coming to the door — ^nay, you said you had 
seen it travel up the road and dance on the 
step, and that same night I was taken ill.' 

* Well, did I bring the corpse-light ? It 
came of itself.' 

' Mrs. Veale, I am not generally accounted 
a generous man, but I pride myself on being a 
just man. You have told me over and over 
again that you have served me faithfully for 
fifteen years. Well, you have had your way. 
You served me in your own fashion, with your 
head full of your own plans. You wanted to 
catch me, but the wary bird don't hop on 
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the limed twig, to use your own expressions. 
I don't see that Tm much in your debt; if 
you are disappointed in the failure of your 
plans^ that's your look-out; you should have 
seen earlier that nothing was to be made out 
of me. Now I am ready to stretch a point 
with you. You have robbed me. Fortimat^ly 
for me, I've got my money and box back before 
you have been able to make oflF with it. What 
were you waiting fot ? For my death ? For 
my marriage ? Were you going to finish me 
because I had not been snared by your 
blandishments? I believe yoti intended to 
poison me.' 

'It's a lie!' said Mrs. Veale hoarsely, 
trembling in every limb, and with flickering 
lips and eyes and nostrils and fluttering hair. ' 

'Very well. I am content to believe soi 
lean, if I choose, proceed against you at once— 
have you locked up this very night for your 
theft. But I am willing to deal even gene- 
rously with you. It may be I have overlooked 
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your many services; I may have repaid them 
scantily. You may be bitterly disappointed 
because I have not made you mistress of this 
house, and I will allow that I didn't keep you 
at arm's length as I should, finding you useful. 
Very well. The door is open. You shall go 
away and none shall follow, on one condition.' 

He looked fixedly at her, and her quivering 
became more violent. She did not ask what 
his condition was. She knew. 

* Finish this bowl, and convince me you 
were not bent on my murder.' 

She put out her hands to cover her face, 
but they trembled so that she could not hold 
them over her eyes. 

' If you refuse, I shall know the whole depth 
of your wickedness, and you shall only leave 
this room under arrest. If you accept, the 
moor is before you ; go over it where you will.' 

He held the bowl to her. Then her trem- 
bling ceased — ceased as by a sudden spasm. She 
was still, set in face as if frozen ; and her eyes, 



296 RED SPIDER 

that glared on lier master, were like pieces of 
ice. She said nothing, but took the bowl and 
put it to her lips, and, with her eyes on him, she 

drained it to the dregs. 

^ 

Then the shivering, like a palsy, came over 
her again. ' Let me go,' she said huskily. ,' Let 
none foUow. Leave me in peace.' Langford 
opened the door and went back into the par- 

' lour. Mrs. Veale stole out after him, and those 
in the sitting-room heard her going down the 
passage like a bird, flapping against the walls 
on each side. 

' * Where is she going ? ' asked Charles. 
' She is not to escape us. She's such a bad un, 
trying to involve me.' 

' I've forgiven her,' answered Langford in a 
surly tone. ' I mayn't be over generous, but I'm 
just.' 

* And now, Taverner, one word wi' you,' 
said old Nanspian. * I reckon you thought to 
sloke away this Eed Spider, as you did the first ; 

• but there you are mistaken. As I've heard. 
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you have tried to force her to accept you — 
who are old enough to be her father — ^shame 
be to you I But this is your own house, and 
111 say no more on what I think. Now, 
Tavemer, I venture to declare you have no 
more hold on the girl. Her brother never 
took your money ; you were robbed by your 
own housekeeper. You say you've forgiven her 
because you are just. What the justice is, 
in that, I don't see, but I do see one thing 
clear as daylight, and that is, you've no right 
any more to insist on Honor coming here 
as your wife, not unless by her free will and 
consent, and that, I reckon, you won't have, as 
Larry, my boy, has secured her heart.' 

Langford looked at Nanspian, then, at 
Honor and Larry ; at the latter he looked long. 

' I suppose it is so,' he said. ' Give me the 
settlement.' He tore it to pieces. ' I'll have 
nothing more to do with women, old or young. 
They're all vexatious.' 

' Hark ! ' They heard a wailing cry. 
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' Go and * see what is the matter,' said 
Langford to Piper ; then, turning to Oliver, he 
said, ' I tear up the settlement, but I'll not 
lend the hundred pounds.' 

^ Larry ! ' said old Nanspian, ' she shan't be 
sloked away any more. Take the maid's hand, 
and may the Lord bless and unite you.' Then 
to Langford, ' Now look y' here^ Tavemer. Us 
have been quarrelling long enough, I reckon. 
You've tried your worst against us, and you Ve 
failed. I've made the first advance on my 
side, and uninvited come over your doorstep, 
a thing I swore I never would do. Give me 
your hand, brother-in-law, and let us forget the 
past, or rather let us go back to a past before 
we squabbled over a little Eed Spider. You 
can't help it now ; Langford and Chims- 
worthy will be united, but not whilst we old 
folk are alive, and Honor will be a queen o' 
managers. She'll rake the maidens out of their 
beds at five o'clock in the morning to make the 
butter, and ' 
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Piper burst into the room. * Mrs. Veale ! ' 
he exclaimed. - 

* Well, what of Mrs. Veale ? ' asked Lang- 
ford sharply. 

' She has run out, crying like an owl and 
flapping her arms, over the moor', till she came 
to WeUon's Hill; 

' Let her go,' said Langford. 

'She went right into the mound,' con- 
tinued Piper breathlessly, ' and when I came up 
she had crawled into the stone coffin inside, 
and had only her arm out, and she was tearing 
and scraping at the earth and drawing it down 
.over the hole by which she'd gone in — ^bury- 
ing herself alive, and wailing like an owl.' 

' Is there any money still hid there ? ' asked 
Langford. 

' She screamed at me when I came up, 
" Will you not leave me alone ? I be poisoned/! 
I be dying ! Let me die in peace I " Whatever 
shall us do? ' » 
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CHAPTER XXXVni. 



THE LOOK-OUT STONE. 



One Sunday evening, a year after the events 
just related, Taverner Langford and Hillary 
Nanspian, senior, were seated in the sun on 
the Look-out stone, in friendly conversation. 
Nanspian was looking happier, more hale, and 
prosperous tlian he had appeared since his 
stroke. He wore the badger-skin waistcoat, 
and his shirtsleeves. The waistcoat had been 
relined with brilliant crimson stuflF; bright 
was the hue of the lining displayed by the 
lappets. Taverner Langford had not a cheerful 
expression ; his hair was more grizzled than 
it was twelve months ago, and his face more 
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livid. There was, however, a gentler hght 
in his eyes. 

* It is a great change in Larry,' said 
Nanspian. * Though I say it, there never 
was a steadier and better son. He is at work 
from morning to night, and is getting the farm 
into first-rate order — you'll allow that ? ' 

' Yes,' answered Langford, * I'll allow he 
b^ins well ; I hope it will last. As for first- 
rate order, that I will not admit. *^ One year's 

seeds, three years' weeds," as Mrs. Veale- ' 

He checked himself. 

'That were a queer creature,' observed 
Nanspian, taking the pipe from his mouth, 
and blowing a long pufi*. * That was * the 
queerest thing of all, her burying herself, when 
she felt she was dying, in old Wellon's grave.' 

* It was not his grave. It was a grave of 
the old ancient Britons.' 

* Well, it don't matter exactly whose the 
grave was. Mrs. Veale seemed mighty set on 
making it her own.' He continued puffing, look- 
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h^ before him; ' Fm not sure you acted right 
about her/ he said after a whUe. * I suppose 
j^ott £4n't really su^)Ose there was any poison 
in the broth.' » 

' I'm a just man,' said Langford. * To do 
as you were to be done by is my maxim. And 
— ^it's Gospel.' 

* But you didn't thmk it would kill her ? ' 

*I 4on't know what I thought. I wasn't 
sure.' 

Another pause. 

' Swaddledown ain't coming to the hammer 
after all/ said Nanspian. 

' No, Fm glad the Voadens remain on.' 

'Ah! and Sam is a good lad. I reckon 
before Michaelmas he and Kate will make a 
pair. They'd have done that afore if it had 
been settled whether Swaddledown would be 
sold, and they have to leave.' 

'Kate is too giddy to be any use in a 
farm.' 

' Oh, wait till she has responsibilities.. See 



THE LOOK-OUT STONE 303 

how well she has managed since Honor has 

been here — how she has kept the children, 

and made her father comfortable/ 

' The children axe half then* time at Chims- 
worthy/ 

' Well, well^ T like to hear their voices.' 

*And you see more than you like of 

Luxmore/ 

*^0h, no, I like to see a neighbour. I 

allow Fm a bit weary of Coombe Park ; but 

bless you^ now you and I let him have a trifle, 

he spends most of his time when not \jx the van 

rambUng about fix^m one parish to another 

looking at the registers, and trying to find 

whether his grandfather were James, or John, 

or Joseph, or Jonah. It amuses him, and it 

don't cost much.' 

* He'll never establish his claim.' 

' I reckon he won't. But it's an occupation, 
and the carrying don't bring him much money — 
just enough to keep the children alive on.' 

* Have you heard of Charles lately ? ' 
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' Oh, he is on the road. That was a fine 
idea, making a carrier of him between 
Exeter and Launceston. There are so many- 
stations on the way— there's Tap House, and 
Crockernwell, and Sticklepath, and Okehamp- 
ton, and Sourton Down Inn, and Bridestowe, 
and Lew Down, and Lifton ; and he can talk 
to his heart's content at each about what he 
did in Afghanistan, and what he might be if 
his father could prove his claim to Coombe 
Park. Then he's so occupied with his horses 
on Sundays at Launceston that he can't pos- 
sibly get over here to see his relations, which 
is a mercy.' 

' I've been thinking,' said Langford, ' as 
we've got Larry in for third feoffee in Coryn- 
don's Charity, couldn't we get the baby in for 
the fourth now there's a vacancy ? ' 

* But the baby ain't come yet, and I don't 
know whether it'll be a boy or a maid.' 

* It would be a satisfaction, and a further 
bond of union,' argued Langford. *The 
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Coryndon trust land comes in very fitting with 
Langford and Chimsworthy, and I thought 
that when you and I are gone, Larry might 
absorb our feoffeeships into himself, as a snail 
draws in his horns, and then there'd be only he 
and his son, and when he himself goes, his son 
would be sole feoffee and responsible to no one. 
Coryndon's land comes in very fitly/ 

' I don't think it can be done,' said Nan- 
spian, shaking his head. ' There's such a lot of 
ramping and roaring radicalism about. I 
thought we'd better put in Sam Voaden. Thus 
it will be in the family.' 

' In the Luxmore, not in ours.' 

*We can't have everything,' argued iTan- 
spian. Then both were silent again. Langford 
sighed. Presently he said, 'I'm a just man, 
and do like to see the property roimded 
shapely on all sides. That is why I proposed 
it.' 

Then another pause. 

Presently Hillary Nanspian drew a long 

VOL. II. X 
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pull at his pipe, and sent two little shoots of 
smoke through his nostrils. ' Tavernel*,' said 
he, when all the smoke was expended, ' going 
back to that woman, Mrs. Veale, I don't think 
you ought to have taken me up so mighty 
sharp about her. After all this is sifted and 
said, you must allow you stood afraid of her, 
and I allow that you had a right to be so. A 
woman as would steal your cashbox, and 
make attempts on your heart, and poison your 
gruel, no man need blush and hang his head to 
admit that he was a bit afraid of.' 

* And, Nanspian,' said Langford with 
solemnity, 'you will excuse my remarking 
that I think you took me up far too testily 
when I said you was a long-tailed ourang- 
outang, for it so happens that the ourang-outang 
is a tailless ape. Consequently, no offence 
could have been meant, and should not ha' 
been taken.' 

' You don't mean to say so ? ' 

* It is true. I have it in print in a Nature 



THE LOOK-OUT STONE 307 

History, and, what is more, I've got a picture of 
an ourang-outang, holding a torn-oflF bough in 
his hand, and showing just enough of his back 
to let folks understand he's very like a man. 
Well, I've a mind, as the expression I used 
about you was repeated in the long room of the 
" Eing of Bells," to have that picture framed 
and hung up there. Besides, under it stands 
in print, " The ourang-outang, or tailless ape." ' 
' You will ? Well, I always said you were 
a just man ; now. I will add you're generous.' 
The brothers-in-law shook hands. After a 
moment's consideration Nanspian said, ' I don't 
like to be outdone in generosity by you, much 
as I respect you. If it would be any satisfac- 
tion to the parish of Bratton Clovelly, the 
weather being warm, and for the quieting of 
minds and setting at rest all disputes, I don't 
object to bathing once in the river Thrustle 
before the feoffees of Coryndon's Charity, ex- 
cepting Larry, whom from motives of delicacy 
I exclude.' 
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'Well/ said Langford, *I won't deny you're 
a liberal-minded man/ 

Tavemer sprang to his feet, and Nanspian 
also rose. Over the stile from the lane came 
Honor, in her red stockings and scarlet cloak, 
the latter drawn closely round her. 

' Why didn't you call us ? ' said Nanspian. 
' We'd have come and helped you over.' 

* You shouldn't be climbing about now,' 
said Taverner. 

' Come and sit between us on the Look-out 
stone,' said Nanspian. 

So the two old men reseated themselves on 
the granite slab, with Honor between them. 

' You tried hard to sloke her away,' re- 
marked Nanspian, shaking his head. 

* Let bygones be bygones,' said Langford. 
SShe may be here at Chimsworthy now. but 
she'll be at Langford some day. I'm proud 
and happy to think.' 

'Ah!' said Nanspian, 'she's made a mighty 
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change in Larry, and, faith, in me also. I'm a 
happier man than I was/ He put his arm round 
behind Honor. 

' I may say that of myself,' said Langford. 
' I can know that Langford will be made the 
most of after I'm gone.' He put his arm round 
her, and clasped that of Nanspian. 

' Ah ! ' said Nanspian, in his old soft, furry, 
pleasant voice, ' if I'd a many score of faces in 
front of me, and I were addressing a political 
meeting, I'd say the same as I says now. 
Never you argue that what we was taught as 
children is gammon and superstition, it's no 
such thing. It has always been said that he 
who lays hold of a red spider secures good 
luck, and we've proved it, Taverner and I, 
we've proved it. Us have got hold of the very 
best and biggest and reddest of money-spinners 
between us — us don't try to sloke her away to 
this side or to that. Her belongs ekally to 
Chimsworthy and to Langford, to myself 
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and to Taverner, and blessed if there be a 
chance for any 'man all over England of get- 
ting such another treasure as this Eed Spider 
which Taverner and I be holding atween us — 
ekally belonging to each.' 



THE END. 
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CalirornlBn StorlsB jiDClDdisg Thk 

Twins or Table Houhtaih, U-rr 

Brioos'i Lotb Stob*, 4c.) Toat 

Bvo, illDBtnied boards, Si. 
Man^a: A Novel. Foit Bro, Qlnit. 

boards.!*.', cloth limp, M.eO. 
ThoftuMnof thePlraUielB. With 

s8 orininil Drawings by Kate 

GsHiMAWAV.ReptodacodinColoniB tiC" Qh.j»i"^ ." 

.--'-i^- _ _— ^...- T^-. A Ch d of NatuF 



Bro water (SirDavidj.Worka by: 

More World, ihan One: Tbc Crood 
of Ibe Pbilnsopber and the Hope ol 



CAiiuia, Tjcho BnAiie, and : 



:h Pannits. Post Bvo, 



eilri, 4s. 60. 
LMtePB on Natural Mule A New 

and CbapteiB on Ibe Beinc and 
Faculu-g ol Man. and Addiileaal 
J'heDomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A.S1I1TH. Pi)sl8vii.cI.Ei..4LeiL 

Brlggs, Memoir of Gen. John. 

l°!!il"'*Rlfal'8vQ, ctoi'hBtfa! Taffld.^ ' 



B rl 1 1 at- Sa vai^ n .— G Bst ro n omy 

Traaslaled by R. £. Ahdessdh 
Post 8^0, cloth Limp, 2b. 6a. 



Buchanan's (Robei^:) Works : 



Undei^onea. | I 
The Bwk of Orm. 
Whita Hose and Re 
Idylls und Legands 



oal Work*. With Sied-pUia Fcr< 

trail. C rown BTtt, cloth e «ra,7i. 80. 

Crown Sto, cIMb oilni. It. U. each ; 

post Sra, UlnBI. boards, SB. each. 

I. With a PronliB- 

wnth nlaatrMloiia 

With 



"The Reader's Handboak." sepu- 
itelr priotad. Cr. gvo,GlothUmt,lL 



Tho M^rtypdom of .. 

Fronlltpiece by A. W. CooriK. 
Love Me for Ever. With > Fronti*. 

Annan Water, t Tha New Ahelanl. 
Foxglova Manor- 
Matt I A Story of iCBTBTaa. 
Ttv* Hutap of tho MIna, 
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Bunyan'8 Pilgrim's Progress. 

. Bdited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard engraved 
by GooDALL, and numerous WocdcuU. 
Onwtk 6vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by: 

duHy Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vp, illustrated boards, Sf. 

Foap. 8ro, picture cover, Is. each. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. 
LIndsay'n Luck. 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. 

Burton (Captain), Works by : 

To the Odd Coast for Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton aud Vbrnby lovbtt Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

The Book of the Sword : Being 1^ 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Time^ By Richard P. Burtom. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 82s. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anctomy of Melancholy. A 
New H^ditlon. complete, corrected 
and enriched oy Translations oi the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, ?s. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular u&e, of Bur- 
ton's Anatomy op Melancholy. 
Post 8vo. cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Byron's Chiide Harold. An entirely 
New Edition of this famors Poem, 
with over One Hundred new Illusts. 
by leading Artists. (Uiuform with 
the Illustrated Editions of "The 
Lady of the Lake " and ** Marmion.") 
Elegantly and appropriately bound, 
small 4to, 16b. 

Byron's Letters and Journala With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
Moose. A Reprint of the Original 
Editioxa« newly revised, with Twelve 
full*pagd Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., pr«st 8vo, doth limp, 28. 

Calne (T. Hall), Novels by: 

The Shadow of a Crime. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

A Son of Hagar. New and Cheaper 
Editioo, CrowQ Svo. doth extra, 
88. 6d. iShortly, 



Cameron (Comdr.), Works by: 

To the Qold Coast for Qold: A 
Personal Narrative. By Richard 
F. Burton and Vbrney Lovbtt 
Cameron. With Frontispiece and 
Maps. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 2l8. 

The Cruise of the "BIsck Prinoe" 
Privateer, Commanded by Robbrt 
Hawkins. Master Mariner. By 
Commander V. Lovbtt Cameron, 
R.N., C.B., D.C.L. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette by P. Macnab. 
Cro w n 8vo, cC ex., 58. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Juliet's Guardian. | Deceivers Ever. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

On the Choice of Booka By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
bjr R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post Svo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, 18. fid. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown-^vo , doth extra, 248. 

Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 188. ; or separately, fls. each. 

Chatto &Jackson.>-A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jacxson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. I^ge 
4to, half-b ound, 288. 

Chaucer : 
Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H.R . Hawbis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 
Chauoer for Sohoola Bv Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy Svo, clotn limp, 28.6d, 

Chronicle (The) of the Coach : 

Charing Cross to Ilfracombe. By J. D. 
Champlin. With 75 Illustrations by 
Edward L. Chichester. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

City (The) of Dream : A Poem. 
Fcap,8vo»cloth,«xXra.^^v^A^V.t. ^t«w». 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Clodd. — Myths and Dreams. 

By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
Of "The Childhood of Religions," &g. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 



Cobban.— The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. ' By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Pos t 8vo , illustrated boards, 2 3. 

Coleman Curly: An Actor's 

Story. ByJoHN Colbman. Illustrated 
by f. C. Dollman. Crown 8vo, 18. ; 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

Collins (Wllkle), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 
38.Gd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 
2s. each ; cloth limp, 2b. 6d. each. 

Antonina. lilust. by SutJohnGilbbrt. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
bert and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by -Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

The Dead Secret. Hlustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert. 

Queen of HeartB* Illustrated by Sir 
ToHM Gilbert 

My Miscellaniee. With a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Frassr. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 

by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. lUust. by W. Small. 

Pool* Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 

S. L. FiLDBsand Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du MAURiERand CS.Rbinhardt. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. FiLDBs and Sydney Hall. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science: A Story of the 

Present Time. 
" I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 

Little Novels. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

[Shortly, 



Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2h. each. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Mid night to Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 



Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 61. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards,. 28. each. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 

Collins (C. AHston) The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C Allston 
_ Colli N s. Post S vo , illustrated bds.,28 . 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins/' " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Werks, 
Prose and Poetical, ef Georgb Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. 3uckstone, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
Svo cloth extra, gift, 78. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathsrine 
Ryan. Crown Svo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6dL_ 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Demonoiogy and DevN-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal Svo. with 65 lllusts.,288. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

^ by W. J. Hbnnbssy. Square Svo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Frontispiece. 
Nights at the Play : A View of the 

English Stage. 

Leo: A Novel. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6a. ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Werks. By 
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Bairister-at-Law. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances 

of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborgb Cruikshanr. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Craddock. — The Prophet of 
the Great Smol(y Mountains By 
Charles Egbrrt Craddock. Post 
8vo, illust. bds., 28. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



CHATTO *• WIUDOS. PICCADILLY. 



Creeiey — Memolra of Eminent 

Etonlona: with Notice! ol the Earl; 

9^'°7 "L?'"" ^"J!??=- ..H^"". 



HuuaDiofTitA 



\ Gatliering of tbe 



Tha Life orGsores CmlkshRnk. Rj 
BHNCH.»1> JSBROLD, Auihot al 
"The LLfe of Napoleon 111.," &o. 
Wilb S4 llluBlralionE. New Ind 
cheaper EdilioD. enUiged. vrrlh Ad- 



Rob I nao 



>a of Maia 
( Chuis 



s Edition, with 
m Sleel Platen 



pripled. Crowi 

^g. ea . 

Cumming(C. F.Qordon),Wofka 

by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autolype Fac- 



Via Cornwall to Egypt. W.lb i 
Photqgiavure Fran ti ..piece. Demj 
8«o, cloth e-ira.Ja.M. 



_HeartB of Cold: 



Daniel. — MerHe England in 

With lltustta"ons by Root. C.ui«- 
siuHs. CiDWD evo, cloth sitn, Sa. 6d., 



Daudet.— The Evangellat; 

Pon SalveiiDD. B> Alpho 
Daudkt. Tianslated by C. H. 



^. Gd.; post Gvo, iilusl. boards, Sb. 

Davenant. — What ehalt my 

Son ha? Hints foi Parents oa Iba 
Choice of a Profession or Trade (or 



Alda to Lonl Life. Ccawn Sva, 3a. ; 
clnlh liffi p. ai. Bd. 

bavlQs' (Sir John) Complete 



Notes, bv tt 
, D.D, Two 



De Malstne.— A JoupnsyRound 

My Room. By Xavieb DE Mai5t«b. 
Translated hy Hhhry AtiKELi,. Post 
Bto, cloth Jimp^tojt 

De Mille A Castle In Spain: 

A Novel._ By Jakes Ds Mille. With 
Eitra?£i!'^°!^sl 8to, iliuai. bds., Es. 






Dickens (ChaMee), Novels by : 

ShatohoB by Bol. I NIoholaaNloHabJI. 
Pioltwiok Panera. I Oliver Twist. 



limp. 2a. Sd. 
About England with Dlekens. Bjr 
Alpkhd RiuMiB. With j? lUn«tr«- 
.i™.h.r A. Vahdebhoo^.Auiied 
Dthara. Sq. Svo, dotb 



nwtfwfi^,' 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DiotlonaHea: 

ADIotlonarvof Mli-ooiei: Imludva, 
Realistic, and DoimMtic. Bj Ihe 
Rev, E. C. Bkewbr. LL.D. Crown 
Svo.clolb eilti. Tl.ed.i hf.-boiud, Si. 

TUB Re«dBi-« Hard book of Allu- 
nloni. RaTepencBS, Plots, and 
8torr««, Bj tbe Rev. E. C. Bkwsk 
LL.D. Fifth Edition, revised 
throngbout, witb > New Appendix, 
contaming a Camplela Englieh Bib- 
liograpb)'. Crown gvo. 1,4m page*, 

Authops and their Wopke, with th* 
D«tM. Being Ihe Appendicei In 
"The Raader'a Handbooli." ■eps' 
ntsl; printed. By the Rev. Dr. 

FamllldP Allualons: A Handbook 



of Ui 

einding ihe Nunei ol Celebi 
Staines, Fslntuiga^ 






Suiell, Clubi, Natural Cari 
and (he like. Bj Wu, A; Wi 

Svo, clolh eiira, 7i. Bd. 
Short Saying! of Breat Man 



Wlb 

r , Notes. 

B; Sahuet. a. Biht M,A. DeniT 



of the United KingdoDL , 

from the Earliest to the Present 



WsPda, Facts, anO Phrasea; A Dic- 
tionars cf CLrioiis, QiiainI, and Out- 
of-lhe-Way Matlen, By Euizia 



Doran. — Memories of our 

QputTowna; with Anecdotic Gleu • 
lags CDDCSming their Wortblet and 
their Oddiliei. By Dr. John Doiah, 
F.5.A. With »8 lllusiralions. New 
ud Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 
clcih extra, 7j. Sd. 

OrEima, A Olotionary of the. 

Being ■ compreheniive Guide to the 
FlBTi, Plavwrigbta, Plaien, and Pla$- 
boiuci of^ the United Kingdom end 



half-bonod, lU. ftL 



andhook.") Crown 



Dramattste, The Otd. Cr. Svo, 

cLei.,VignBttBPiinr»it>,Ba.perVol. 
Ben Jon son's Worka With Notes 

graphical Memoir by WM. Gin'OBo. 
EdiLhrCcLCDHNiHOHiii. a Vols. 



ones; Vol. II., Foemt and Minor 
Tran«1alions,with 1 nlradi:rlorvBua]> 
bjA.C.SwiNBiJKNB; Voi.in..Tran^ 
'-■--OS of the Iliad and (;dyBser. 



■lowa'a Worka. tacit 



iding his 
Lib Hotes 



CuNMIMOHiH. One Vol. 



Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

Plant*. Bt Rev. T. F. Thimlt-jk 

DrsH, U.A. CtowB Sto, cloth eit a, 

Tl. Sd. [/a pTiparation. 

Early Engtiah Poots. Edited, 

byRev.A.B.Gi«)8ART, D.D. Cro™ 

iva, cloth hoards, 81. per Volume. 

Fletcher'a (Ollee, B.D.) Coinpleta 

Davlas' (Sir John] Com plate 
Poetical Wo Pka Two Vols. 

Herplck'a {Robert) Coin elate Col 
lected Poema Three V^la. 

Sidney's isir Philip) Csmpleta 



Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 



Uterary Fi-lvolltlas.Fi 
' foat leal ln(enultl«a 1 



i.Sd.each. I Edwar4es(Mre. A.), Novels by: 

nolea, Follies, A Point of Honour. Post flvo, illus. 

Uaied boards. U. 
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Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 

Edward Egglbstom. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, Ix 

Emanuel On Diamonds and 

Precious Atones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Kealit3r. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
lUustratiuns, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6g. 

English Merchants: Memoirs 
in Illustration of the Pro»!ress of British 
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Bourne. 
With Illusts. New and Cheaper Edit. 
revised. Crown 8vo, cloth ettra, 78. 6A. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by: 
The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6cL 

stories fhom the State Papers. 

With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Studies Re-stud led: Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources. 
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve 

Them from Infancy to Old Age. Bv 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Fiftu 
Edition. With 55 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, clo th, la . 

Fa[rho!t.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory aLi Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Pair- 
holt, I'.S.A. With upwards of 100 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo, CiOth extra, 68. 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book ot Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebratea 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wheeler, 
Author of*' Noted Names of Fiction ; ** 
and CciRLBS G. Whekler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Farrep (James Anson), Works 

by: 
Military Manners and Customs. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6to. 

War: Three Essays, Reprinted from 
"Militarv Mannejs." Crown 8vO| 
18. ; doth, I8. 6d. 



Faraday (Michael), Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. eadi. 

The Chemical History of a Cajidle: 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Roval Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 

and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

Fin-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d^ 

Fireworks, The Complete Art 

of MeUdng; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re« 
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary . Man's 
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Fatal Zero: A Hombuig Diary. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Chri&t's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 68. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. Bv Albany db Fonblanqub. 
Post Svo, Ulns trated boards, 28. 

Franciiion (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 88. 6d. each ; 

post Svo, illust boards, 28. each. 
One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Queen Cophetua. | 

Olympla. Post Svo. illnst. boards, il. 
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French Literature, History of. | 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy 8vo, d. bds., 78. 6a. each. 

Frere. — Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartlb Frbrb, G.C.S.L, &c. 
Crown 8v«, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8v6, illustrated boards, 2s. 

FpIswell.T^Oneof Two: A Novel, 
By Hain Friswbll* Post 8vo, illus* 
trated boards, 28. 

W*— ■^■^^'^■^■^i^^-' " — ■ " ■■■■■■■»■■■ n il ■— ■^■-■■■ — 

Ffost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

Th« Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities, 1886-7. 
Showing their Name, Date of Found a« 
tion,Obiects,Income,Officials,&c. Pub- 
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth, l8. 6d. 

Gardening Bool<s: 

Post 8vo, IR. each ; cl. limp, l8. 6d. each. 

A Year's Woric In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glbnny. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 

Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

By Tom Jerrolo. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 

about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 

Jbrrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF. G.Hbath. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 58. ; gilt edges, 68. 



Garrett.-— The Capei GIris: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Cr.Bvo, 
cl. ex., 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Gentleman's IVIagazine (Tiie) 

fbr 1887. One Shilling Monthly. In 
addition to the Articles upon suojects 
in Literature, Science, and Art, for 
which this Magazine has so high a 
reputation, " Science Notes," by W. 
Mattibu Williams, F.R.A.S., and 
"Table Talk," by Sylvanus Urban, 
appear monthly. 



German Popular Stories. Col« 

lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edoar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Croyffn Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lacit of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
in Honour Bound. 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 
Braes of Yarrow. 



The Flower of the 
Forest. [lem. 
A Heart's Prob- 
The GofdonShaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

For the King. | In Pastures Green, 
in Love and War. 
By l\1ead and Stream. 
Heart's Delight. [Preparing, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by: 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the l\1ounta!n. 
James Dulce, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains — The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and Ga« 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretcben — DanM Druce — Tom Cobb — 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance. 



* * 



^ Now ready t the Volume for July to 
Decbmbrr, i886, cloth extra, price 8a, 6d.; 
Cases for bindings 28. tacK . • . 



Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ- 
ten by W. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer— H.M.S. "Pinafore" 
— ^The Pirates of Penzance — lolamthe 
— Patience — Princess Ida — The 
Mikado— Trial by Jury. Demy Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6a. 

Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Gborgb 
Glenny. Post Svo, Is.; cloth, 18. 6d. 

Godwin. — Lives of the Necro- 

manoers. Bv William Godwin. 
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Golden Library, The: 

Square x6mo (Tanchnitz size), cloth 
limp, 2s. per volume. 

Bayapd Taylor's Divertlona of tho 
Eoho Club. 

Bennett'8 (Dr. W. a) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett'8 (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of ths 
Necromancers. 

Holmss's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introduction by Sala« 

Holmes's ProldSSOP at the Break* 
fast Tabls. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original IllustratioQs. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oo- 
oupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays o1 Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One VoU 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Comer, and other Pieces. 
V/ith Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier« 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont^ 
GOMBRiE Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notes,byT.M'CRiB,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saxntb-Bkuvb. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E.Clarkb. .. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An ENCYCLOPiBDiA of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
TuBODORB Taylor. Crown 8vo, clotn 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d* 

• ■ •■ - 

Graham. — The Professor's 

wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover. Is. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuBPPBR. 545 lUusts. New and 
Cheaper Edit^ , demy 8vo, elf ex., 78. 6d. 



Qreenaway (Kats) and Bret 

Harte.— The Queen of the Pirate 
Isle. By Brbt Hartk. With ss 
original Drawings by Katb Grbxn* 
away. Reproduced in Colours by £• 
Evans. Sm. 4to, bdsl, 68. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

The Wilds of London. 

Low-Life Deepe : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 

Dick Temple: A NoveL Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or. Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History oT Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Prefessora Agassis, Pibrcx, and Gray; 
iz Ma^ and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, clotn extra, gilt, 48. 6d. 

Habberton— Brueton's Bayou. 

By John Habbbrton, Author of 
"Helen's Babies." Post 8vo, illus- 
tra ted boards, 28. ; cloth, 2a. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth, Is. 8a. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. ea.ch. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serp ent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 

HalL— Sketches of Irish^ha- 

racter. . By Mrs. S. C Hall; With 
numerous lUastxations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbbrt, Harvby, 
and G^ Cruikshanr. Medium 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrbw Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28 . 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over xoo Facsimiles and Bx- 

Slanatory Text By Don Fblix db 
ALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2i.6d. 

Hanky-panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Crbmer. With soo 
lUusts. Crown ito, cloth extra,48. 6d. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Handy (Lady DufTUs). — Paul 

Wyntei^8 Saerlflce: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Haxot. Post 8vo, lUntt 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Par from the Madding 
Crowd.'* With numeroas Illostrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; post 
8vo. illastrated b o ards, 2g. 

Harwood. — The Tenth Earl. 

By J. Bkrwick Harwood. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, l8. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crcwn 8vo, cloth extra, 
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.6B. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
ana numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vO| 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Includmg Washington 
Irvino, Olivbr Wrndeli, Holmes, 
Tames Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Waro,Mark Twain, and Bret Harts. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Qarth. I Sebastian Strome. 

Elllce Quentin. | Dust. 

Prince Saronl's Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love— or a Nanie. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8v o, illus trated cove r . Is. 



Hays Women of the Day : A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown ovo, cloth extra, 58. 

Heath (F. G.). ~ My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gkorgb Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
gloth extra, §8. j cl. gilt, gilt edgss, Qf. 



Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Post 8vo^ doth limp. Si. 6d. each. 
Animals and their Masters. 
Social P ressure. 

Ivmn de Biron : A NoveL Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, illos- 
trated boards, SUl. 

Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, doth exbs, 6b. 

Herrick*s (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Compjete Col- 
lected Poems, with Mefporia^-Iatro- 
duct'ou and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart. D.D., Steel Po. trait. Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8va, cloth, 188. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Cheval ler 

Ernst vonX Works by : 
Tunis: The Land scd the People. 
With 2a Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
doth extra, 88. 6d. 

The New South-West ; Trsvdliag 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico^ 

. Arizona, and Northern Mesica 
With xoo fine Illnstratioru and Three 
Mapj. Demy 8vo, c«oth extra, 
148. ll» preparation, 

Herbert.~-The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchmoit, 8iL 

Hind ley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. Sd. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
dudin^; the Origin of biens, and 
Reminiscences connectea with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With lUustratioas. 

Th« Lift and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlbs Hikdlbt. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mr^ Cashbl Hobt. With Frontis- 

EecebyP.MACNAB. New end Cheaper 
dit. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. od. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 
The Autocrat of the Oreakftist- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, r-ioth limp, 
28. 6d.— Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, U. 

The Professor at ths Breakfast' 
Table ; with the Story ol Iris. Post 
8to, cloth limp, U> 
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- Ths Solenoe of 



lb Life of ths 
I eiKa, 7s. B&. 



Hood (Tom), Wofka by: 

From Nowhere to th> Nortti Pola: 
A NoiUi'g Aiknological NariaiivB. 
WitD 1] Ulualritioni br W. Bruh- 
TOH Uld B. C BuHES. Squ^ia 
crowaBTOkolotliBitn, gilt edges. Si. 

AQoldan HMPt: ANorel. Foal Eva, 
UluBtnled boardi, li. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

mopouB Worka. IdEJudiae bit Ludi- 
crau9AaveDtun3,BoD9MoI9,PaD9siid 
Houea. WiUi a New Life of lbs 
Author, PonraitB, FacEunilas. and 
IlloHi. Ct. Svo, cL eilra, gill. Tl . U. 

Hooper. — The House or Raby : 

A Novel. By Mn. Geobce Hoofer. 
Post Svo, UluGtraied boards, 3l. 

Hopkins—" 'Twixt Love and 

Duty:" ANovbI. ByTlGHS Hop.ins. 
CrowD Bvo, clolli extra, tt. ; poal Svo, 
illnsUiKd boiidi, U. 



Howell. — Confllots of Capital 

a """i^daiort 1 Being a Hi* 
' ha Tradf Union* 

Ixh eura, 7 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 



Hunt (Mre. Alfred), Navels by 

Crown Svo. doth eilta, K. 81. each 



Inge low— Fated to be Free ; A 

Novel. Bj JK*!< IMGELOW. Crown 
tfa. dolb eitia, 3i. «d.i post Svc^ 
illusliatcd boards, Is. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 



llIaBtraled boards, 2l. 



Jennings (H. J.), Works by : 

CufiOBltls* Of Ci-ltimem. Pofl Bv 
cloili limp, Is. 6d. 



Jerrold (Tom), Worka by: 



Our Kltohen Oarden: The Planla 
WB Grow, and Hon we Cook Them. 

Jesse.^Soenes and Oocupa- 

tlons o( a Country Life, By Howard 
lESSE. Post Bvo clch lm,p, ^, 



KtOSS PUBLISHED ST ' 



Jeax d'Esppit. Collscted and 

|biliicdl»HiiritTS.I.ucH. FmISto, 
dub limp, li. EO. 



Flnl 



pRInB 



HDdarr, and ADecdfiu], With over 
Two HoDdred ILtnttrations. 

OiWdulltM, Put and PnHnt; Id- 
duding (he Sea aed Seamen, Mlnsn, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Dlnnb 
^ac Eitnciiiag and Bleetiim of 
Animals, Birds, Egu, Lec^ fte. 
With en Btched Ptontisi^ece. 

CKwnBandConnatlone: A Hilton 
of Regalia in all Timea aod Coiui- 
triea. With One Hoadred lUnf 



JonBon'a (Ben) Works. With 

I Heat Critical aed Biplanalarj, and 
BiogiBphical Usinoir bv WiLUjtH 
IrroRD. Edited bv Colooel Cuk- 

claA utn, lai. ; oi s^aralel;,6i. each. 



i)oaephuB,TheCompl oteWo pks 

of. Traaslated bj Whistoh. Con- 

tainlBg both " The AaliquiilcB of the 
lews ■'^and •' The Wars of the Jews." 
Tvo Vols., Svo, with 51 lUuBtialioos 
and M*pa, doth extra, gilt, 111, 



and Vbi _ 

Hitbeilo UDpubliitaed. Edited, with 
Notes and Inlroductioo, b)i R. H. 
Shipuebd. Wilb Tno PoitrAits and 
Facaiipile of page of the " Essay od 
Roast Pig," Ciownavo.dolh extra, 
W.M. 

The Eauya of EHb. CimplMe Bdi- 
tion. Post 8*0, dolh tatn, k, 

Poatry for- Chlldivn, and PHnoa 
Oonw. Bj CoanLca t>Ha. Cue- 



ters. BfCBMLM I^m. EdecMd 
from hia Letter* bf Pibct Fiti- 
OERALD. Foat Svo. doth Ump, 



Lane's Arabian Nights, Ilo. : 

The Thousand and One Nlghte: 
comnionlj called, id England, " Ths 
Ababian Nichtb' Ehjirtath- 

the Arabic, wiih eopions Notes, by 
Edward WiLLiAU Lars. lUcsttated 
by maoy hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from OriBioaJ Deaiens by 

aCopy BDcotaled by the Traoslaloi, 
edited by his NephEw, Edward 
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Preface by 



Kershaw. — Colonial Facts and 

Fiction*: Humotous Sketches. By 
Mauk KeasHAar. Post Svo, iUustraled 
boards, £b. ; clctb, 2a. Ed. 



King (R. Ashe), Novels by: 

Crown Svo. doth eitra. Si. Bi. eac 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. eac I 
ADrvwn Qsme. 
"The Woarlng of the Oro«n." 



Knlght._The Patient's Vad« 



Arabian Society In ttw Middle Ages: 



AHE-P00(.E. Cr.STO,dOail 



Lares and Penatea; or, Ths 

Backgraand of Ufa, By PrxjUHOi 
Caddt, CrowD Bto, dolb Bitra, to. 



Larwood (Jaoob), Works by : 

The StoFv of the London Partis. 
With lllnslrationa. Crown Bvo, clolh 
extra. 3l SO. 

Post 9vO| cloth limp, tt. M. each. 
Foi^nslo Aneodote*.' 
Theatrical Anaodotea. 



With tba who 
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Linton (E. Lynn), Wonka by : 

Pm( Svo, c)oth tlmp, 1). 61. each. 
WItBh Stoplei. 
ThaTrue Story of Joshua Davldia 



'/n, clolh eilra, Jl. Sd. ea 



Under onioh LorO P 
With a Sllkan Thrm 
The Rebel of the Fi 
"MyLoval" | 



nlly. 



Longfellow: 

Ctd^ Bvo, clolb Mtra, T«. Sd. each, 
Longfellow's Com Dlete Proso Wopfce. 
ion," "idvanagh," ■• Tie Poeli and 
WHb Porlrail'uid"lUnslrai[oBS by 
LonEfellow'B Poatlaal Works. Care- 
Edflioni. WItb nimierous fine niua- 



Long LlfQ, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dieletic, and General Guide In 
Healdi aod Diseau. B; N. E. 
Daviis. L.R.CP. Crown Svo, It. ; 



l-uslcLd (The) of Camoens. 

Tranalaled InLo English Spen^riaa 



Maoalplne. — Teresa Itaaoa, 

and olber Stories. Hy Avekv M«c- 
H. 84. ' ' 

McCarthy (Juatln, M.P.),Works 
by: 
A KlBtoryofXlur Own Times, froia 
the Accesaloa of Queen Vicloria to 

euita!— Alia B^PoruLAii E^dii^on, in 
Four Vols. cr. Bvo, cU eitia, 6«. each. 
—And a Iueit.» Edition, viidi >n 
Appendii of Events to the end of 
i&M, complete Jo Two Vols., wiuire 
Svo, clotb eitra.Tl. ed.each. 



A Short History of Our Own Time 
One VoL.crovrn Sro, clolb eiln, 6i 
Hlitoryof the Four Oeorgefc Foi 



Crown avo, clolb oitra, Js.ed. ej 



LInloy Roahford, Posl 8vo, iUuElra. 
led boards, 2a. 

"The Rlgnt Honourable;" A Ro- 
mance ul Society and Politics. By 
JusiiM McCAaiav, M.P., and Mrs. 
Camtoell-Pd^id. NewandCbeaper 

iSlartty. 

McCarthy (Justin H., "mTp^), 

Works by: 
An Outline of the Hlatory of Ireland, 

froci the Earlieii Tiraea to the Pre- 

sealDay. Cr.Svo, tl. ; cIotb,lB.Gd. 
Ireland slnea the Union: Sketches 

of Irish Hisiory from 1793 to iBSb. 

The Ciisa for Home Rule. Crown 

Svo, clolteilrfl.fl. 
England under Oladstone,ie80-a5. 

Scond Edition, levised. Crown 

Bvo, cloibeitis. 6s. 
Doom I An Atlantic Episode. Cmnn 

Our Sensation Novel. Ediled by 
Justin H. McCmithv. Crown Svo, 

StnairSvo? gokTcloih, 3a. ^^"° 



Macdonell. — Quaker Couslna: 

A Novel. B* Agnes Macdomeli.. 
Crown Svo, clotb extre, 3i. SI.; post 
Svo, illaslraled boards, li. 

MaogregOP. — Pastimes and 

Players. Moles on PcpuUr Games. 
By ROHEKT MACaRBOQH. Posl Svo. 
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MaoDonald (Qeopge, LL.D.), 

Work8by: 

Works of Fancy and Imagination. 
Pocket Edition, Ten Voltimes, in 
handsome cloth case, Bis. Vol. z. 
WiTHiM AND Without. Thb Hid- 
den Life.— VoL a. The Disciple. 
The Gospel Women. A Booe op 
Sonnets. Oroan Sokos.— Vol. 3. 
Violin Songs. Sonos of the Days 
AND Nights. A Booe of Dreams. 
Roadside Foems. Poems for 
Children. Vol. 4. Parables. 
Ballads. Scotch Songs.— Vols. 
5 and 6. Phantastes: A Faerie 
Romance.— Vol. 7. The Portent.— 
Vol. 8. The Light Princess. The 
Giant's Heart. Shadows. — Vol. 
o. Cross Purposes. The Golden 
Key. The Carasoyn. Little 
Daylight.— Vol. 10. The Cruel 
Painter. The Wow o' Riwen. 
The Castle. The Broken Swords. 
The Gray Wolp. Umclb Corne- 
lius. 

The Volumes are also sold separately 
in Grolie^-pattem cloth, 3b. 6a. each. 

Mfiuslise Poptpait.Gallery(The) 

of lllustplous Lit«»i«p> Chapaoteps; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
BibHographical, and Anecdotal — ^illus- 
trative of ti<e Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
WiLLFAM Bates, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Plctupes and Legends fi»om Nop- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoio. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d« each. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Lost Rose. 



Magician's Own Book fThe): 

Pertormances with Cups and Balis, 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crembr. With 300 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 



Magic Lantern (The), and Its 

ManaMmeot: incJnding iaU Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Hbpworth. With 10 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, iB. ; cloth, l8. 80. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac 

simile of the Origiiial in the Brilish 
Mttsaom, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 3 £eet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Coioan. Gf. 

Mallook (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Conntry 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. M.; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, ig. 

The Naw Paul and Virginia: or, Posi- 
tivasm on an Island. Post 6TO,clotb 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, fn parchment, 88. 

Is LKe worth Living P Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mallory'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Ai*thUF: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Rottnd Table. 
Edited by B. Momtoombrix Ranbxno. 
Post Hvot cloth limp, 88. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice WoHrs of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected thronghoat by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous IllDsf*^tion8. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship ** QuaJcer 
Cit/H" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
S34 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. fid. —Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mare Twain's Pleasure 
Trip ").post 8vo, illust. boards, 8b. 

Roughing it, and The Innocents at 
Hom«». With aoo Illustrations by 
F. A. Eraser. Crown 8v^ cloth 
extra, 7s. fid. 

The Gilded Age. By Mare Twain 
and Charlks Dudlby Warner. 
Wilt 212 Illustrations by T. Coppxn. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

The Adventures of Tom Sav^er. 
With III Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 78. fid.— Cheap Edition, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 81. 

The Prince and the Paupel^ Whh 
nearly aoo Illustrations. Growofira 
cloth eztra, 78. 6rL 



CBATTO *• WIUDVS, PICCADILLY. 



-Cheap EdiUo 
The Stolen W 




Ite Elephant, As. 
hexlra.BB-ipostSvo 
ds, 2i. 
IsalDpl. wimabom 



Bvo, clolh eiita. 7». ftL-Clie»p Edi- 
tion, post Svo, illiutraled boaidi.ll. 
The Adventure* of Hucklebsrry 
Finn. Willi 174 Ulu^tntions by 
E. W. KiHSLE, Crown 8vo, clotfi 
tun. Ts. SfL^Cbeap Edition, post 
Sto, lllustriLcd boarib. Si. 



Marlowe'a Works. Includmg 
bit Transladoni, Edlled, wltb Noica 
end lotroductloni, b^ Col. Cun- 



Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Cto-tD Bvo, clolta eilrn, 39.ea.e>c>i: 
poit Svo, illusuitsd bouda, U. each. 
Open! Seurnsl 
WHtte n In nn 
Pott avo, illuBtiBled boards, ll. eacb. 
A Ku-veat of WIM Oat*. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Masterman.— Half a Dozen 

DauBhtepa; A Novel. By rMASTEH- 



Matthewa.-A Secret of the 

Pd^i Evo.UlnsIcaled boards, Sl )C]otb, 



Mayfair Library, The; 

Post avo.cloib limp, 3i.«d. per Volame. 
A Journey Round My Room. Bi 

by Hbhry Attwbi.1.. ' 
Lattar-DBy Uyriot Ediwd by W. 

Qulpe and Quiddities Selected bj 

Vf. DAVEHpaRT Adaus. 
The Agony Column of ■'TheTlmoi," 

from laoo to 1117°' Edited, wilb an 

of Mstuiiilioljr,'' 
Qaatronomy «■ ■ Fine Art. B; 
SmiiAtT-SATUia. 



LItoraivFrlvolllleii- Fancies. FolIlM, 
and FpoIIcs. By W. T. Dosson. 

Poetlaal Ingenultlea «nd EcpenlMcl- 
tlea. Seated and Edited b; W. T. 



Tlie Cupboard Papers 87 Fm-Bic. 

OrlelnaJ Plsye by W. S. Gilbiii. 
Wicked World — Py^alioa and 
Tlio Palace o( Ttutb— Trial ^ Jury. 

Original Play* by W. S. GlLBBST. 
Secohd Sssies. eDndinlng: Brolien 
Hearu — Bngaged— Sneetheirti— 
Grolcben-Danl Dnice— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Soiceiei 
—The Pirates of Peniance. 

Gone* of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Colleciedand Edited b} A. PiHctvti. 

Animals and their Master*. By Sic 



rated by j. Coidor TMaNSOK. 



Little E**ay* : I 
ters. ByCHAS. 



neodotea By Jac 



True HIatory of Joshua I 

By E. LVKH LmtoH. 
WItDh Storloa. By E, Lvx 
Ourselves: Bsaayfi oq Wc 



d Player*. By Robe 
aul and Virginia. I 



Mu*a* of Mayfalr. Edited by H. 

ClI0L>IONDIiLEV-PEHHEI.L. 

Thoraau 1 Hii Life and Almi, By 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BV 



More Punlana. By Ibfl Hon. KuQH 

ThB PHilaaophy of Handwrltlna- By 

By Stream and Sea. E7 Will.ah 

Old starlet Rstold. By Walter 
Thobsbl-kv, 

Mayhew.— London Characters 

Life. By HiKRif Mavhkw. Wilh 
cIollicilra.Sl.6d. 
Medicine, Family One Thou- 

hHiis, for [nfancy, Adull Life. MKt'dfa 
Age, and Old Age. By N. B, Daiies, 
Lis C.P. Loud. a'.ei'a,la.;cl.,ll.Bd:. 
Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 
New Intel lectual Games and Amaae. 
meatB. By Claxa Bsllsw. Wilb 



Mexican Mustang (On a), 

Rio GraudB. A New Book of hmmi- 



Mtddlemaee (Jean), Novels by: 

^ou o h an d Q o. [ M r. Do rill Io n! 
Miller. — Physiology foi> the 

~ ■"■-- ■' -It Life; f!u- 



Mllton (J. L), Works by; 
Sm. Svn, Is. eaclii clMhBj.„ls. M.each. 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Ktiles Tor Ihe ManageniEnt of 



■' ac. Crown Bvo, q 



Val Stranee. 



North Italian Folk. Bv Mrs. 
CouYBS CABn. lllnatrated by BUn. 
DOLfB Caloecoit. Sqnatfl 8yo, clolb 
flilra. 7b. ed. 

Nureery Hints : A Mother's 
Guide in Health and Diaeaae. By N. 
£. Datiss. L.R.C.P. Ccown Svo, Is. : 



O'Connor. — Lord Beaoonafleld 

ABiograoh?. ByT. P.O'Co!ih™.M.P. 



Oliphant (Mrs.) Novels by: 



pgsl Bvo. jliuatraled boarda, 2a. 
Crown ITO, clnib eilra, 4a. 6d. each. 
The Primrose Path, 
TliB QroatoBt HelreM In EnJIand. 

O'Reilly. — Phcebe's Fortunes: 

A Novel. Wilb IHustratiods bj Hehbv 
Tuck. Post Bvo, iilnstraled boards, Si, 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.}, Wonka 

by; 

eilra, 71, 6d. ■ ' ' 

Mueic and Moonlight. Fcap. Bvo, 

clotb eilra, 7il. 6d. 
Lays of FrancB. CiDwo Bvo, cloth 

eitn, lOl. SO. 
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Payn (JameB), Novela by. 












Slana. 




























malne'a QaEo. 




















































Kit; A Msraorj. | Carl yon 'B Year. 








SBntlncii'BTiitoi'.iMiirph/sMftstef. 


Page (H. A.), Works by: 


A County Family. | At Her Mercy. 








LIghtB on the W 


■KiS-^^ti^.-l'."- 





CrowD gvo, clotli eltis, 68. 
Animal Anecaotes. Ananged on a 

ParJiamentapy Elections and 

ElaatlonSBPlng In the Old Days (A 
HlBtory ofk ^hanidg iba Stale cf 
Faliliod Putiea aad Pu-'t WarCara at 
Ibe HnUiDU and 1b the Houk of 
Comoioill from Ibe Smarts la Queen 
Victoria. muBlracedfrDmtbBorigiDal 
PoUtical Smiibs. Lampoons, Pictorial 



"Tbe Life of Gillray," &0. Demy 

coloured by hand, and neatly too 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

troduoIioQ and Holes, by T. M'Cbik, 
P.P. Post Bvo, cloih limp, 2a. 

Patient's (The) Vade Meoum: 

How (u gel most BEuefii from Medi- 
oal Advice. By WiLl-HK Kmiqmt, 



Paul Ferroll : 



raled boscds, la. eacb. 



Paul.— Qentle and Simple. By 

MAaauET AcNis Paul. Wilb a 
Frontispiece by Helem Patessok. 



UTJed BalMHtli H 
It Wooed,' hut Wo 



The T 



Marine AdtBi 



for Boys. 

Holiday TukaiBcii 
iu Vicalion Tim. 
cloib Eitra, Ea. 



(QlOncMundredGiiiiteas). By Edwin 
Go*DBr and Williau Watt. Wilb 
an Introdocloiy Paper by Prof. Leonk 
Lkvi, F.S.A., P.S.S. DemyKvo, !». 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley], 

WorlcB by : 

Fast Gvo, doEh ilmp, SB. Bl. eacb. 

Puck on Pogaaua. Wilb lllualrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten lull- 
page lUusla. by G. Du Mad Bleu. 

Tbe MUBOB of Mnyfait 



C. Fbhk 



;ied and Edited by H. 



BOOKS PUBLISBXD BY 



afThsGat«Aiai." 
AnOldMiild'aPHradlM. 

Suralara In ParadHe. 

Pipkia (Mrs. C. L), Novels by: 



PpIob (E. C), Novels by: 

Crown Sio, clolli eitia, SB. Bi. «Bcti ; 
poEl 9vo, illuslmled boardi, 2a. each. 
Valgntlna. I The Fonlenen. 

Mrs. Lanaa ster'a Riva l. 
Gerald. PosI evD,iUusL~boarda,&. 
Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 
Translated from lbs Frencli. nilli 



Planchg {J. R,), Works by: 



tnlioni. Cr. Gvo.clotbeitra, 7b. Sd. 

Daiigh I'o" M fsI'm "c'iSl rnb3s°'c/ov-^ 
avo.clolhe.lra, a». 

Plutarah's Uvea of lllustPloL 



Roe (Edgar Allan):- 
The Ctiolos WspkB, bi •.^,a 
PoetTy, of Eoakt Allah Poe. \ 



numerous llluEls., aud a beautlfall; 
eiecn lEd Ch ait of Spectra, Ta. 6a. 

Reads (Charles), Novels by ; 

Cr. avo, cloth eitra, illual.alod, 31.61. 
eacb; postSvo,Ulu9t.bda.,2s.sacb. 

[rated by S, L. 

IlluilrctEd by 



Pag Wofflngtoi 



tcaled b> G. I. Pinwill. 
Courae or True Love Never did 
1 Smooth. lUnstialed by Hileh 

Autobiography of a Th lef j Jaok 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com 






Br Mrs. Cam 

M.P c"svo. el. ei., bds. ISio tlly. 

Proctor (Richd.A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Shy. With j; HIueb. 

Small crown Svg, cloth Eitra, 4b 6d. 



:!atbema, Ts. 6d. 
led Edition.^ ' 



a,10s.ed. 

TombroBd 'femple.' With Illni- 
tratioDB. Civ»nBva,EloIheilra, Gi. 



:loIheitn>,Ts.ed. 






Sfatle^ot 

by P. M.CKAB. 

AnImBls. IlliislratodbTE.A,ABHiV! 

PEECsMACBUOIO.andloBBPHNABH. 



byjoae. 



I a Slee^I)1ala PoRnll 
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Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brbwbr. 
Fifth Edition, revised throaghom, 
with a New Appendix, contaimng a 
CoMPLXTB English Bibliooraphv. 
Cr. Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbn- 
jAiiiN Ward Richardson, M.D., &o. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

RIddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extn, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illastrared boards, 28. each. 
Her Mother's Darling 
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party 
Weird S tories. 

Pest 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 108. 6d. each. 
Our Old Country Towns. With over 

SO lUostrations. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

With 50 Illustrations. 
About En^and with DIokens. With 

58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer 

andC. A. Vandkrhoof. 

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 
r^roduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gborgb Cruixshank, choicely printea. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 78 6a. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Women are Strange. 
TheHands of^^Justlce^ 

Robinson (Phil), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

The Poets' Birds. 

The Poets' Beasts. 

Poets' Natural Histo ry. [Pre paring, 

Rdchefbubauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saintb- 
BstrvB. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roli of Battle Abbey, The; of, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil> 
Ham the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Han dsomely printed, 6b. 

Rowfey (Hon. Hugh),'Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illustrations. 
Ijfjpre Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 



Runoiman (James), Stories by: 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each 

cloth lunp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Qrace Balinalgn's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

Russell (W. Ciarl<), Worlcs by: 

Crown 8vo, clwth extra, 6b. each ; post 
8vo, Ulnstrated boards, 28. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection 
ot \arns and Sea Descriptions. 

In the M iddle Wat ch. 

Crown 8vn, cloth extra, 68. each. 
A Voyage ^o the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock.[Pr«^ann^. 



Sala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHsNRYSANsoN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.38 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated tKMirds, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Quy. Waterman. 

The Lion In tne Path. 

The Tw o Dreamers. 

One Against the World. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28« 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. Cr. 8v^, cloth extra, ^. 6d. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

The high Mills. 

Heart S alvage, j Ssbas tlan. 

Qldeon'a Rook. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by I. £. 
"" " " ■ to G 



Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted 



CO- 




68. pel year, post free. Vols. I . to 
XIV. may be had at 78. 6d. each ; and 
Vols. XV. to XXII. (1886), at 68. each. 
Cases for Binding, Is. 6d. each. 



Scott (Sir Walter), Poems by : 

Marmlon. With over zoo new Illus- 
trations by leading Artists. Small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel. With 
over 100 new lUusfations by leading 
Artists. Sm. 4to, cl. ex., 16b. 
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"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4b. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
m^ts in Drawing-room or "white 
Magic." By W. H. Crbmer. 300 
Engravings. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Art8,Games.Trick8,Puzzle8, 
and Charades By Frank Bbllew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very DifBcult Tricks, White Magic 
Sleight of Hand. Edited b; W. H. 
Crembr. With 900 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. Many Illusts. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerohiefs, ftc. All from actual 
Experience. Et^ited by W. H. Cre- 
MER. aoo Illustrations. 

Senior.— By Stream and Sea. 

By William Senior. Post 8vo, cloth 
l imp, 2s. 6 d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggaro 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic, process— ensunne the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Sm^l 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7b. 6d. 

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffb. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
^YO, clotb extra, 88. 



Sheridan :— 

Sheridan's Complete Worka* with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, kc With a 
Collection sf Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fnll- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rhrals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introductien and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of*^ Sheridan, by 
Bran der Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettesluid 10 full-page Illusts. 
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d. 



Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 

Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M A. 

Fifth Edition, Revised' and Enlarged. 

_ Crown 8vo, c loth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney'sTsir Philip) Complete 

Poetteal Works, including alt those in 
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Mimorial- 
Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D.\ Three Vols., 
crow n 8vo , cleth boards; 188. ;___ 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes Gf Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
HoTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sims (George R.), Works by 

How the Poor Live. With 60 Illusts. 

by Fred. Barnard. Large 4to, l8. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. Post 8vo, 

illust. boards, 28. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
The Ring o' Bella. Post 8vo, illust. 

bds., 28. ; ck)th, 2B%'€fl.' / • '- 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. Post 8vo, 

illust bds, 28. ; cj, 2B.BA:iPreparing. 

Sister Dora : A Biography. By 
Margaret Lonsdale. Popular Edi- 
tion, Revised, with additional Chap- 
ter, a New Dedication and Preface, 
and Four Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, pic- 
ture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d. • 

Sl<etchiey.— A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Sretchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Wori<s by : 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small Svo, 
cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., Ss. 6d. 

Tales of Old Thule. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth gilt, 6a. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. With numerous 
IWw^Vt^Xvow^. Small 8vo^ cl. ex., ^. 
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i^ 



Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 6d. 

Society in London. By A 

FoRBiON Resident. Newaild Cheaper 
Edition, Revised, with an Additional 
Chapter on Socibty among the 
Middle and Professional Classes. 
Cr3wn 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Spaldlng.-Ellzabetlian Demon- 

ology : An Essay in lUastration of the 
Belief hi the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them. By T. 
A. Spaldins, LL.B. Cr.8vo,ci.ex.,6s. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrs. S. G. C. Middlemore, Author of 
*' Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by : 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 

Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

A Barren Title. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., ls.6d. 

Wife or No WIfeP Cr. 8vo, picture 

co'^er. Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRT. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, wltn 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6b. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Rojbert B. Worm ald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Stedman. — The Poets of 

Amepica. With full Notes in Margin, 
and careful Analytical Index. By 
Edmund Clarence Stedman, Aathor 
of ** Victorian Poets." Cr. 8vo,cl.ex., 98. 

Stevenson (R.Louls),Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennes. Sixth Ed. Frontispiece by 

W. Cranb. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6a. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6a. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Second Edit. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
.'fCheap Edition, post 8vo, picture 

cover. Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. ; 

post Svo, illusti:ated boards, 28. 
The Merry Men, and other Tales and 

Fables. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 6s. 



Sterndal^.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Arm itaqe Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 
_8vo, iljustrated boards, 28^ 

St. John. — A Levantine Famiiy. 

By Baylb St. John. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, W. 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. oy Wallis 
Mackay. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writing. By Helen and Alice Zim- 
MERN. Frontispiece. Crown Svo. cloth 

extra , 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bas., 2s. 

St. Pierre Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post Svo. cl. Ip., 2s. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.| 
from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by Wm.Hone. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7i.6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, dieir 
■ SocieW, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift's Choice Worl<s, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels.*' Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
Select Poems by Algernon Charles 

Swinburne. Fcap. Svo, cl. extra, 6s. 

[Preparing. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 7b. 
Poems and Ballads First Series. 

Fcap. Svo, 9s. Cr. Svo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Seconb Series* 

Fcap. Svo, 9s. Cr. Svo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. Svo.ls. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. Svo, 10B.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr. Svo.l2s.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

Svo, 7s. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. Svo, 6b. 
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 12s. 
Erechtheus : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. Sve, Is. 
Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vQ^4S&« 
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Thomaa (Bertha), Novels by; 

«t Svo, itlusinted boards. Is. sacb. 



>lidey, and olhsr 
■rieedy. gr.Svo.Ge. 



Thomson's Seasons at 



—Wine, Women and 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: 



HOTTHN^M^. BvO, qi^lh ViXt J 7b.M. 

Talne'a History of Ehgrish 

Lltsratupe. Tianslaled by {Ienbt 

cLolh boards, 30i,— Pofulak Epitiiih! 

Two Vols,, ciow n Svo.elolh eilra. 15a. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 



Lctlen and Papen furnisbed bv bis 
Prjeiids and feUogr Academiuant. 

facsimiled from Tdtner-a Origina 

Drawings. Ct. Svo,cl. eilra. Ta. flfl. 

Ord StorlBS Hs-lold. Post Svo, clolb 

Talea fOp tha MarTnes. Post Bto, 

Trmba"TJohn}7Worl<a by: 



Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.LS,).Worl<8 



(Tom) 

'■Clancart' 



Troilope (Anthony), Novels by: 

- Dnn 3va, clolk cilra, 3i. ed. Baob : 

n Svo, itlu^miad boards, U. sBch, 

rue Way We LtvB Now. 

(apt In-the Dat-k. 

:pHii Frohminn. [ Mai-ran F«y. 



Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Skelch. B, H. J. JEBNIHGS. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Ahec- 



Ftoa^lpieee. Cr.STo,cl,«ilTiL,1i.QiL 



'oiTope(T. A.) — Diamond Cut 

llamond. and olber Stories. Bt 
r. AUOLPHUa Thollopk, Post (TO. 
U^Ua-wl bouds, Za. 
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Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly : 

A Novel. By J« T. Trowbrioob. Post 
8vo, il lu strated boards, 28. 

Turgenleff. — Stories from 

Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turge- 
NiEPP, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d.; post 8vo , illustrated boards, 28. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C. 
Frasbr-Tytlbr. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illu st. boards, 28. 

tytler (Sarali), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Wliat She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Nobiesse Obiige. 
Lady Bell. 

CrowD 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Cltoyenne Jacqueline. Illustrated 

by A. B. Houghton. 
The Huguenot Family. With lUusts. 
Burled D iamonds . 

Disappeared. With Six Illustrations 
by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. jShortly, 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7 8. fid. ^ach. 

Villari.— A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
_8vo, picture c over, Is^ 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Works by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12000, dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-seventh Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1887, cloth gilt, 608. 

The Shilling Peerage (1887). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peeis, 
Addresses, &c. same, cloth, l8. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1887). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. szmo, 
cloth, Is. 

The Shilling Knightage (1887). Con- 
taining an Alubabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Date.« of 
Creation, Addresses,&c 32mo,cl.,l8. 



Walpord's (Edw.) Works, continued^ 
The Shilling ;iouse of Commons 
(1887). Containing a List of all thn 
Members of Parliament, their Tov n 
and Country Addresses, &c. New 
Edition, embodying the results of 
the recent General Election. 32mo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 
The Completu Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1887). In One Volume, 
royal 32 mo, cl o th extra, gilt edges. 6s. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A, Crown 
8vo, cloth <xtra, 7a. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler ; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how tc Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 78 . 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. 

Selected and edited, with an Intro- 
duction, b^ William M. Rossbtti. A 
New Edition, witb a Steel Plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand- 
made paper and bound in buckram, 68. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure va Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fai*^ By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greei.wood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
tegg. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaci(. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 



BOdkS PUBLISHED BY 



Senlal Showman! Llie and it 



Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 

- Aolhor or " My Summer in a Garden.'' 



Warrants, &c. ;— 

Warrant to Execute CharJea I. An 

CurBfull^ p'^led o^ pa^ lofm^la 
theOriipoaljaiin.byi4in. Price !>. 

Soota. Ad auct FacB^^le,'l™"n1. 
ing the Signalura of Qijean 

MagZc"BmiP"Xn «=«■ FaStoUB 
Bl Iha Original DcKameot In lbs 
Uritisb Museum, piin»d oa fine 



le of Iba Grei 



That 



with It 

id in Gold and Col oars. El. 
Battle Abbeys or, A List 

oiei Vein" t^o'mandy wilb Will'"m 
the Conqueror, and Settled In Ibii 
Conn try, i.n, 1066-7. With tha 
prill eipsi Anns emblaionad in Gold 



Wayfarer, The : Journal of Ihe 
Sucicly of CTclials. Published On ar- 

Di/'iS86, and Nnaiba"lf.,for Un^ 
UAS* 18B7. are no« ra ady. 

Weather. How to Foretell the, 

F. W. Co"V?M.«.C.^"EnB',°F.^Mel! 
SOC..&C. With ID tllujiratuins. Crown 
Bvo, H. ; cloih, la. 6d. 

Weetropp.— Handbook Of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain ; or^ History of 



Whistler's (Mr.) "Ten o'CIook." 

ArLandArlCrilies."Cr .Svo,ta. [Shorlly. 
Williams (W. Mattieu, FTR.A.S.), 



Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.)i 

Works by; 
Chanters on Evolution; A Popnlar 
H^tory of Iha Darwinian lad 
Allied Theoriea of Development. 
Third Edition. Crown Bvo, elolb 
eilra, with ijg lUnstralioas, Is. U. 

book. PoBI Bvo, cloili limp, £l. Bd, 
LelsureTImg studlea, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edit., with Now Pre- 
face. Cr.8vo.El.ei..wiihIllu3tB„6a. 
Studies In Lire and Senae. With 
numerou! Illuslrationa. Crown Bvo, 



Winter (J. S.), Stories by: 
Cavali^ Life. Post Bvo, 11 lust bdi 
Regimental Legend*. Crown ^ 



Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Nolabla Ccnletn. 
poMTiea. EyFBANcea Hays. Crown 

Wobd.^^'abina ; A NoveL By 

Lady W n.-.o — t,i.... u. ^ 



Words, Facts, and Phrases^- 

A Diclionarv of Curioui, Quaint, and 



n-he Hou 
Pictures, ( 



Jll.ual ratediiyF. W.Fair?"o lt.F.S./. 
ates (Edmund), Novels by: 
Poal Svo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 

Ca«te*ay. I The Forlorn Hopa. 
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NEW THREE-VOLUME NOVELS. 



WILKIE COLLINSES NE W STORIES, 

Little Novels. By Wilkib Collins, 
Author of ♦•The Woman in White.'* 



Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



iSh^rtly. 



WALTER BESANTS NEW NOVEL, 

The World Went Very Well Then. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



CHRISTIE MURRA Y*SJfEW NOVEL 

OM Blazep'e Hero. By D. Christib 
Murray. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
12s. [Shortly, 

JAMES PAYN'S NEW COLLEC- 
TION OF STORIES, 

Q low* Worm Tales. By Jambs Path. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo, 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each. 



BY GRANT ALLEN. 
Phlllstla. 
In all Shades. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 

Ready-Money Moptlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella'e Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
Ail In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. I The New Abelard. 

Matt. I Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 

BY HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. 

BY MRS, H. LOVETT CAMERON, 

Deceivers Ever. | Julief s Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 



BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor MI6s Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law cuid the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Dest I n lee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
I Say No. 



BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET, 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DB MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J, LEITH DBRWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe's Lovers. 

BY M, BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. i Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
Archie Level I. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD, 
Fatal Zero. 

BY R. B, FRANCILLON, 

Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD OARRETT^ 
The Capel Girls. 
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Piccadilly Novels, c<mftii«tfi— 
By CHARLES GIBBON, 



I Foi> Lack of Gold. 
What will the W( 



Robin Gray. 

7orid SayP 
In Honour* Bouno. 
Queen of the AAeadow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft I Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free, \ Loving a Dream 

A Hard Knot. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS, 
Garth. | Eli Ice Quentln. 

Sebastian Strome. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Dust. i Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss CcuJogna. 
Love— or a Name. 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS, CASHEL H0E7, 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught 

BY R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green.** 

BY HENRY KINGS^EY, 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E, LYNN LINTON, 

Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Far^liy 
"My Love!" I lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. | Dos^na Quixote 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

Oamlola. 

BY MRS. MACDOtTLL. 
QuBkw Coutlnc 



PiccADiLLT NovBLS, cmUinucd-^ 
BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open I Sesame I | Written In Fira. 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Flra. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
A Model Father. 
By the Gate of the Sea 
The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladles. 

BY MARGARET A, PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing- 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
3y Proxy 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 



A Confidential 

Agent. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Some Private 

Views. 
The Canon's 

Ward 
Talk of the Town. 



BY E. C. PRICE, 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg WofTlngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qrlfnth Gaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Cou*>se of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman Hater. | Readlana. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
The Jilt. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

BY MRS. J. H, RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. ^ 

BY F,W, ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
Two Dreamers. 
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Piccadilly Novels, eontinuei— 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Joan Meppyweathep. 
Mapgapet and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. I Heapt Salvage. 
The High Mllle. | Sebastian. 

BY T, W, ^PEIGHT, 

The Mysteplte of Hepon Dyke. 

BY R, A, STBRNDALE, 

The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 

Ppoud Maisle. | Cresslda. 
The Violln-Playep. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live Now. 

Fpau Fpohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Kept In the Dapk. 

Mp. Soapbopough's Family. 

The Land-Leaguere. 



Piccadilly Novbls, continued^ 
BY PRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Fupness. 
Mabel's Ppogpess. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFP, &c, 
Stoples from Fopeign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Thpough. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
CItoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Lady BelL 
Bupled Diamonds. 

BY C, C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER, 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illastrated 
BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON Awi, 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confldencee. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER, 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
Valeple's Fate. 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 

Stpange Stopiee. 

Phlllstla. 

Babylon. 

BY SHBLSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Qrantley Orange. 

BY W, BESANT & ^AMES RIGS, 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

Thie Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Monke of Tlielema. 

TwBB In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy ForstePi 
Uncle Jack 



POPULAR NOVELS. 

boards, Si. each. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE, 
Cflunp Notes, j Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's l.and. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Callfbmlan Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
Maruja. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 



The Shadow of 

the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 

BY MRS, BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY HALL CAINS, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Deoelvers Ever, j Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Soule. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 



Queen of Hearts. 
My MIsoelianlee. 
Woman in Whlta. 
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Cheap Popular Novel?, continued-^ 
WiLKiB CoLiAHS, continued. 



Man and Wife. 
Pool* Miss Finch. 
Miss or* MPS.P 
New Magdalen. 
The Fr*ozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheT wo Dest I n lee 



Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Qenlus. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. I Fpom Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | F>ancea. 
Blacksmith and Schoiar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE, 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 



Sketches by Boz. 
Pickwick Papers. 



Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickleby 



BY MRS. ANNIE BDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Loveli. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS, 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlliotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy^ve Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir H, BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of TWO. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Ofrlt. 



Cheap Popular Novels, cotrflmM^* 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the 
World SayP 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

in Pastures Green 

Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 



The Flower of the 

Forest. 
A Heart's Problem 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 



BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Quests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
DIok Temple. 

BY JOHN HABBERTON, 
Brueton's Bayou. 

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY, 
EveryDay Papers 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY 7. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma 

El I Ice Quentln. | Dust. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 
BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Blron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

BY TIGHE HOPKINS. 
'Twixt Love and Duty. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thornloroft'a ModeL 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and FIctlone. 

BY R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green.** 

BY HENRY KINGSLSY, 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kembali. 
TV\a atonement of Learn DunilMi 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 

E. Lynn Linton, continued-^ 

The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Siiicen Thread. 
The Rebei of the Family. 
"My Love." i lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Qldeon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 



MIesMlsanthrope 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camiola* 



DearLadyDisdaIn 
The Waterdale 

Neig^hbours. 
My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 

BY MRS, MACDONBLL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 
BY W, H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT, 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesame 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J, MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS, 
A Secret of the Sea. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go. i Mr. Dorilllon. 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Hearts. 

WayoftheWorid. 

A Bit of Human 
Nature. 

First Person Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic Fortune. 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
BytheQateofthe 

Sesu 
Val Strange. 

BY ALICE O'HANLON, 
The Unforeseen. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA, 
Held In Bondage. | TwoLittleWooden 



Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idaila. 

Cecil Castle- 

maine's Gage. 
Trlootrln. 
PucK. 

Foils Farlne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
PaBccu*el. 
SIgna. [Ine. 

Princess Naprax- 



Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIpistrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BImbI 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Mcu^mma. 

Othmar. 



Cheap Popular Novels, fionHnued^ 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslng- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnok's Tutoi*. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

CiylTlards of ClyfTe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Waiter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Storlee 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 



Like Father, Like 

Son. 
Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Cariyon's Year. 
A ConfldentlcU 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Qrape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit: A Memory. 
The Canon's Ward 
TfUk of the Town. 



BY EDGAR A, POE, 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E, C. PRICE. 
Valentine. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg WofRngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Plaoe. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wahdering Heir. 
A Simpleton. J A Woman-Hater. 
Readlansu j The Jilt. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

BY MRS, J. H. RID DELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 
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Cheap Populak Novels, eontinuea'-* 
BY JAMES RUNCIMAN, 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace BcUmaign's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Qalley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 

BY BAYLE ST, JOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
' Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

BY GEORGE R. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLBY, 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T, W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALB, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 
Prince Otto. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malslei 

The VIotln-Player. 

BY W, MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caidlgate. 
By FRA NCES ELEA NOR TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY J.T. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farneli's Folly. 



Cheap Populak Novels, eonHnued^ 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &e. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY MARK TWAIN, 
Tom Sawyer. 
A Plesisure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. . 

The Stolen White Elephant. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

BY J.S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life, i Regimental Legends. 

BY LADY WOOD, 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. ] The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

POPULAR SHILLINa BOOKS. 

Jefr Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 

Harts. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harte, 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 

" That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By ToM Jerrold. 
Curly. By John Coleman. Illas- 

trated by J. C. Dollman. 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelp5i. 
An Old Maid's Paradise. By £. S. 

Phelps. 
Burglars In Paradise. ByE. S.Phelps. 
Doom : An Atlantic Episode. By 

Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P. 
Our Sensation Novel. Edited by 

Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P. 
A Barren Title. By T. W. Speight. 
Wife or No Wife? By T. VV. Speight 
The Silverado Squatters. By R. 

Louis Stevenson. 
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